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MAHXN 


k notice, Your MARS 
* has condeſcended to take of the 
| following Tragedy, emboldens 
me to lay it, in the humbleſt 
manner, at Your MAI ESTT “'s 
| And to whom can this illuſtrious 
Carthaginian ſo properly i for protection, 
As to a G EE N, who commands the hearts 
of a People, more powerful at Sea than 
Carthage? more flouriſhing in commerce 
han thoſe firſ# Merchants? more ſecure a- 
A 3 gaiuſt 
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DEDICATION 


gainſt conqueſt? \ and, under a Monarch, 
more free than a Gommon=-wealth itſelf? 1 


I dare not} nor indeed. need I; here at- 
tempt a character, where both the great 
| and the amiable qualities ſhine forth in full F . 
| perfection. All words are faint to ſpeak 4 


| what is univerſally felt, and acknowledg- 

| ed, by a happy people. Permit me there- 

| fore only to ſubſcribe my ſelf, with the tru- A 
| eſt zeal and yeneration, 37 
| 6: 
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IRE FACE. 
IT T is not my intention, in this preface, to defend any 
| I faults that may be found in the followmy piece. Iam 
Zafraid there are too many: But thoſe who are beſt able ts 
$ diſcover, will be moſt ready to pardon them. They alone 
tnou how difficult an undertaking the writing of a tragedy 
is: And tbis is a firſt attempt. 

l beg leave only to mention the reaſon that determined 
eme to make choice of this ſubject. What pleaſed me particu- 
larly, tho perhaps it will not be leaſt liable to objection with 
Rordinary readers, was the great ſimplicity of the ſtory. It 
is one, regular, and uniform, not charged with a multipli- 
city of incidents, and yet affording ſeveral revolutions of 
Fortune; by which the paſſions may be excited, varied, and 
Ariven tod heir full tumult of amotion. 

+ This unity of deſign was always ſought after, and ad- 
iredby the antients: and the moſt eminent among the mo- 
$derns, who underſtaod their writings, have choſen to imi» 
rate them in this, from an intire convittion that the reaſon 
e it muſs hold good in all ages. And here allow me ts 
{ FÞranſlate a paſſage from the celebrated Monſicur Racine, 
$2/1:h contains all that I have to ſay on this head. 
it muſt not fancy that this rule has no other foundas 
“tion but the capriceof thoſe who made it. Nothing can 
touch us in tragedy, but what is probable. And what 
F< probability is there, that, in one Day, ſhould happen 8 
F< multitude of things, which could ſcarce happen in ſeve- 
ral Weeks? There are ſome who think that this ſimpli- 

city is a mark of barrenneſs of invention. But they do 
F not conſider, that, on the contrary, invention conſiſts in 
mating ſomething out of nothing: and that this huddle 
| Fe incidents has always been the refuge of poets, who did 

not find in their genius either richneſs or force enough to 
F. engage their ſpectators, for five acts together, by a 7. mple 
A3 5 achiong 
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IPROLOGUE. 
1 By « FRIEND. * 
Spoken by Mr. WILLIAMS. 


HE N learning, after the long Gothic night, 
| Fair, for the weſt renew lg, 
at Mith arts ariſing Sophopisba roſes 
M The tragiemuſe,. returning, + pang 
$ With her th' Italian ſcene firſt learnt to glow ; 
n And the finſs tears for her were taught to fi 
6 Her — * the Gallic muſes —_ inſpir d: 51 | 
e Corneille himfelf ſaw, wonder d, and was | 
18 bar forergn —— with pridebruvs rum, 
Britain, by juſter title, makes her own, 
* When freedom is the cauſe, tis hers to fight; 
And hers, when freedom is the theme, to writs, 
„% For his, 1 Hritiſ Author bjds again . 
uti © The heroine riſe, to grace the Britiſh, ſcene, _ 
* = Here, 4s in life, (he breathes her genuine flames: 
100 She hat boſom has not felt the ſame 
ne Ask of th Britiſh Youth 1s ſilence there ? 
She dares toask it of the Britiſh Fair, 

To- night, our home. pun author would be true, 
At once, ta nature, Hillary, and gu. 
Well-pleas'd to give our neighbours due 27 . 
He owns their learning, hs drſdains their lgws, 
Not to his patient touch, or happy flame, 

Iis to his Britiſh heart he — for fame, 
If France excel him in o m 
The man, as well as poet, is in fault. 

Nature! informer of the poet's art, 

Whoſe force alone can raiſe or melt the heart, 
Thou art his guide; each paſſion, every line, 
Wihatter he draws to pleaſe, muſt all be thine, 
Re thou his judge: in every candid breaſt, 
Thy ſilent whiſper is the _ teſt, 
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The Perſons repent, 


| Ophax, King of Maſerſyliay | * Mills, 


3 Medſeager, Slave, Sun ud At | 


. 4 * * 
* — = - Y . my 


bel. Kingof b 5 Mr, mus 5 


Narva, Friend to Maſiniſſa, | Mr. Roberta. 
Scipio, the Rewan General, —Mr.Williams, | 


Ss irs, OMfeld, - © = 


$haniſa, her Friend, 5 Mrs, Roberts. 
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tendants. 
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SOPHONISB 4y neee 2 


2 Wop. HIS hour, Pheniſſ this important | 
f | ur, 
Or fixes mea queen, or frow a throne 
| Throws Sophonisba into Roman chains. 
Pe teſted thought! For no hisutmoſt force 
Collected, deſperate, diſtreſs'd, and ſpre 
From battles loſt ; with all the rage of war, 
- ll-fated Syphax makes his laſt effort. 
But ſay, thou partner of my hopes and fears, 
 haniſſa, ſay ; while, from the lofty 2 5 
Pur banden eyes the field of battle g ught, 
h, thou e you not that our — troops 


Paxe up the broken field, n fled, 


Wild 
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- Wild o'erthehills, from the rapacious bug 
Of ſtill triumphant Rome. . 
1 | And think not, madam, eo * - 
But with his epbing like, in thislaft field, © 
Acroven, a kingdom, and a queen he loves a 


$-4thrown out each idea of his worth, 


Pbæ. The dream of care! 


* 


Beyond Ambition's brighteſt wiſh ; for whom, . 

Nor mov d by threats, nor bound by plighted faith, 

He ſcorn'd the Roman friendſhip (that fair name 

For ſlavery ) and from the engagements broke | 

Of Scipio, tam'd for cvery winning art, 9 

The towering genious of recqyer'd Rome. _ 
Soph. Oh name him not! Theſe Romans ſtir my blood 

To too much rage. I cannot bear the fortune = 

Of that proud people. Said you not, Pheniſſa, 

That Syphax low d me; which would fire his battle 

And urge im on to death or canqueſt ? True, | 

He loves me with the madgeſsot defire; 

His every paſſion is a ſlave to love; | 

Nor heeds he danger where I bid him 72 R. „ 

Nor leagues, nor intereſt. Hence thẽſe endleſs wars, 

Theſe ravag d countries, theſe ſucceſsleſaſights, 

Buſtain'd tor Carthage; whole defence alone 

Engag'd my loveleſs marriage-vows with his. 

But know you not, that ia the Roman camp 

1 have a lover too; a gallant, brave, 

And diſappointed lover full of wrath, 

Returning to a kingdom wheneethe fword: 

Of Syphax drove him? | | | 
Phar. Maeſmiſſa ?)? p 
"_ Abe the Moſhbewfing; Rg 

Young Maſeniſſa, the Ma . 

The Frltaddreller of my — — whom 
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My boſom felt afond beginning wiſh, . He 
Extinguiſh'd ſoon when once to Scipio's ſide "Fi 
Won o'er, and dazled by th*'enchanting glare W 
Ot that fair-{eeming heroe, he became Ga 
A gay admiring fave, yet knew it not. An 
Eier ſince, my heart has held him in contempt; Wi 


| SOPHONISBA 3; 
That there hegan to grow: nay had it been JOE 
As all- poſſeſod, and f fr, as he's who fit 

In ſecret ſhades, or by the falling fiream, | 

And waſtes her being in unutter d pangs 
I would have broke, or cur d it of its tgndpefþ. 

Phe. Heroick Sophonisbg | 
J whe de pa beer of blunts, 

It is got for the daughter reat £ſarubs 

Deſcended from 550g ligt dess line 3 
Of Carthag i nia heroes, who have oft 
Pill d italy with terror and diſmay, 

And ſhook the walls of Rome, to five io love, 
Like a deluded maid; to give her lite, 
And heart high - beat in inher country's cauſe, 

2 Meant not for common aims and houſhold 

Z Togiye them up to vain preſuming man; 
Much leſs to one who ſtoaꝑs the neck to Roms, 
An enemy to Carthage, Wake, 
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: — truſt me, fame is fond of Maſſuiſſa. 


nd jcalous Carthage driven, he wit ai 3 

| Pede the —— ns. Then, nk Ne rs 
{ K& Fem'dinacircle of impending rocks, 

| 2 fe — — fty horſe; 

10, thence eſcap'd thro? ſecret paths abr; 
Gain'd the Clepren plain, . n 
And urg d by fierce ſurraunding foes, he burſt 
With four alone, fore wounded, thro' theix ranks, 


And allamidſt a mighty tgrregt pung g. 


Seix'd 
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10 
Seix d by the whirling gulph, two ſunk; and two, 3 © 
With him obliquely hurried down the ſtream, 14 
Wrovght to the farther ſhore. Th aſtoniſn d troops | 
Stood check'd, and ſhivering on the gloomy brink, Fi 
And deem d Him loſt in the devouring flood. E 
Mean time the dauntleſs, undeſpairing youth T 
Lay ina cave conceal'd ; curing his wounds 
With mountain-herbs, and on his horſes fed: l 
Nor here, even at the loweſt ebb of life, | 1 75 
Stoop'd his aſpiring mind. W hat need I ſay, M7 
How once again reſtor'd, and once again f A 


Expeli'd, among the Garamantian hills 
He ſince has wander'd, till the Roman arm 
Reviv'd his cauſe? And who ſhall reign alone, 6 
Syphax or he, this day decides, 8 1 
- Sop, Enou gn. | 4 
Thou need'ft not blazon thus his fame, Phæniſſa. 
Where he as glorious as the pride of woman 
Could wiſh, in all her wantonneſs of thought; 
The joy ot humankind; wile, valiant, good; 
With every praiſe, with every laurel crown d; 
The wirrior's wonder, and the virgin's ſigh; ' 

his would cloud him o'er, this blemiſh all; 
an ſubmiſſion to the Roman yokę; 
falſe to Carthage, Afrie, 4nd himſelt, 
proferr'd hand and knee, he hither led 
ravagers of earth. But while we talk, 
The work of fate goes on; even now perhaps 
My dying country bleeds in every vein, : 
And the warm victor thunders at our gate. 


F os 
Sophonisba, Phœniſſa, and to Wa a Meſſenger from the. s 
aw” Battle. a 
Soph. Ha! Whence art thou? Speak, tho thy bleeding 
oh weunes 5 | At 0 
Might well excuſe thy tongue. Ui 
Mef. Madam, cbr vol x b 


Wich much ado, from yon wide death 
Soph. No more. | . 
At once thy meaning flaſhes o er my ſoul, 


* 


SOPHONISBA, 
Job al my vaniſk'd hopes! repairleſs chance 
Of undiſcerning war! And is all loſt? 
An univerſal havock ? 
3 Meſf. Madan, all. 
For ſcarce a Maſeflian, fave my ca, 
hut is or ſeiz d, or bites the bloody plain, 
The King 
Soph. Ah! what ot him? 
e His fiery ſteed, 
= By Maſiniſſa, the Maſſylian prince, ; 
Fierc d, threw him headlong to his cluſtring ſors; | 
And now be comes in chains. 
3 Soph. 'Tis wond'rous fit, 
Abſolute gods! All Afric is in chains! 
The weeping world in chains: Oh is there not 
A time, a righteous time, reſerv'din tate, 
2 When theſe oppreſſors of mankind ſhall feel 
The miſeries they give; and blindly fight - 
For their own fetters too? — troops. 
Ho points their motion? | 
A Meſ. At my heels they came, 
"Loud-ſhouting, dreadſ ul, ina cloud of duſt, | 
By Maſmiſſa headed. | 
| Soph. Hark! arriv'd. 
he murmuring crowd rolls frighted to the palace. 
Thou bleed'ſt to death, poor taithful wretch, away, 
And dreſs thy wounds, if life be worth thy care 
| xl ho' Rome, methinks, will loſe a ſlave in thee. 
Would S9phonrsba were as near the ver 
Ot boundleſs, and immortal liberty! 
i SCENE III. 
. Sophonisba, fo 
25 er a Pauſc.] 
Sop. And wherefore not? W. en liberty is loſt, 
ing ves and cowards live; but in the brave 
Et were a treachery to themſelves, enough 
ro merit chains. And is it fit tor me, 
N bo in my veins, from Aſurubal deri d. 
Hold Carthag M43 enmity to Rome; 
Or «whom Fe laviſh'd all my burning ſoul, 
verlaſting hate; for whole deſtruction 
0 


the 


— — — — — 


8 SOPHONISBA. 
I ſold my joyleſs youth to Sha atms, 

And turn d him fierce upon them; fit tor ſuth 

A native, reſtleſs, unrelenting toe, | 
To ſit down ſottly-peniftve; and await „ 
Thꝰ approaching vittor's rage; reterv'd in chain 
To grace his triumph, and become the ſcorn 

Of every Roman dame — Gods! how my fot 
Diſdains the thought and this ſhall-ſerit tree, 


.cer. to finb hiv of! 
Pho, Hold, SobHinicba, hold! my trend! my quicert? 
For whom alone I live! hold your rafh pwint, | 
Nor thro” your guardian boſom ſtab yotweontity y. 
That is our laſt reſort;* arid always ſure. 
The gracious gods are liberal of death; 
To that laſt bleſſing lend a thouſand ways. 
Think not I'd have yqulive to drag achim, 
| And walk the triumph of  infatting Rome: 
| Noz-by:theſetears ot loyaty and love 
| E're I beheld ſo vile a fight, thishand: - , 
ö Should urge the faithful poynurd to your hearty * 
Lil And glory inthederd: But while lopelives; 
Jil Let not the generous die, Tis late before: 
1 The brave deſpair. | = 

' 


** 


Sop. Thou copy of niy ſoul! , 
| And now my triendindeed'! Shew me but hypes 
| One glimpſe of hope, and Il tenew my toi 
144 Call patience; labour; fortitudeagainy 
0 The vext unjoyous day, and ſterpieſs night; 
| 14 Nor ſhrink at danger, any ſhape-of death. 


Shew me the ſmalleſt hope ! Alas, Phaniſſas 

if Too kindly confident? Hope Tives not here, 

| Fled with her ſiſter Liberty beyond 5 
The Garamuntiam hills, to ſomt ſteep wild; 
| Some undiſcover d country, where the foot 

| Of Roman cannot come. EW 

| Phe. Yes, there ſneliv d 3 
16 Wich Maſini a, wounded, gd forlorn n 
11 | Amidſt the ſerpents ifs,. an ygers ye — — 1 . 
104 Sop2W hy nen rbou barg ; 
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SOPHONISBA; 7 


My forward zcal; from him proceeds our . 

He lov'd you once; not is your form impair 

warm d, and unfoided itito ſtronger charms: 

Ask his protection from the Row power, 

Lou mult prevail; for Sophonizhaſure 

From AM aſiniſſa cannot ask in vaiii. 

Sop. Now: by the prompting genious of my « 

; I thank thee for the thought. True, 25 

¶ Even in deſcending thus to beg protection. 

70 From that degenerate youth. But oh for thee 
ſinking country! and again to gut 

| This hated Rome, what would I not endure? 
It ſhall be done, Phenifſa ; tho' ditguſt 
Choak d up my ſtruggling meaning, ſhall be done. 


knees, 
But here I vow; . Juno, hear! 0 = 
Could every — aeg joyn'd. 5 
Love, e e. Waere SS 
Unnetve my ſm df porpole and remix © 
That moſt inveterate enmity 1 bear 
The Roman ftate; may Carthage finoak inruing? 
Rome riſe the miftteſs of Mankind! and l, 
FT here an abandon'd ſlave, drag out a length 
df life, in loathſome baſeneſs, and contempt: 
This way the trumpet ſounds ; let us retire; 
SCENE IV. | 
Maſiniſſa, Syphax in Chains, Narva, Guards, Ke. 
p. Is there no _—_— in this city? dark, | 
$ 3 my troubled ſoul * That thus 10 breu C 
To my own palace, to thoſe rooms of ſtate, 
ont in another manner to receive me, 
With other ſignsof royalty than theft. 
(looking on bis Chains. 3 
Maſ. 1 will not wound thee, not inſult thee, E, 
With a recitatof thy tyrafit Crimes, . 
A captive here 1 ſee thee, fallen below 
y moſt revengeful wiſh; and all the rage; 
The noble Fhoy th that in rd this morn 
s ſunk to ſoit compa In the field. : 


' * Frbeflaming front of mar, there isrhe gent * 
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1 SOPHONISBA: 
Of brave revenge; and I have ſought thee there, 
Keen as the hunted lyon ſeeks his toe. 3 
But when a broken enemy, difarm'd, 
And helpleſs lies; a falling ſword, an eye 
With pity flowing, and an arm as weak 
As infant ſoftneſs, then becomes the brave. | 
' Now ſleeps the ſword; the paſſions ot the field 
Subſide to peace; and my relenting ſoul | 
Melis at thy fate. op 
72 This, this, is all I dread, 
All 1 deteſt, this inſolence refin d. 
This barbarous pity, this affected goodneſs, 
Pitied by thee ! — Is there a form of death 
Of torture, and of infamy like that? * 
It kills my very ſoul ! Ye partial gods! | 
I feel Your worſt ; why ſhould I fear you more? 
Hear me, vain youth take notice — I abhor- 
Thy mercy, lo:th ir. =— Poiſon to my thoughts! 
Would ſt thou be mercitul? One way alone 
Thou canſt oblige me. Uſe me like a ſlave; 
As I would thee, (delicious thought!) wert thon 
Here crouching in my power. | 
Ma. Outragious man! 
If that is mercy, I'll be cruel ſtill, _ 
Nor canſt thou drive me, by thy bittereſt rage, 
Toan — deed ; not all thy wrongs, + 
Nor this worſe triumph in them. 
Syd. Ha! ha! wrongs? bas 
I cannot wrong thee, When we lanch the ſpear 
Iato the monſter's heart, tocruſh the ſerpent; 
Deſtroy what in antipathy we hold. 
The common toe; can that be call'd a wrong ? 
Injurious that? Abſurd! it cannot be. r 
Maſ. I'm loth to hurt thee more, — The tyrant works 
Too fierce already in thy rankled breaſt, 
But ſince thou ſeem'ſt to rank me with thy ſelf, 
With great deſtroyers, with perfidious kings; 
I mult reply to thy licentious tongue, 
Bid thee remember, whoſe accuried ſword 


Began this work ot death; who broke the tie, 


SOPHONISB A; 


ic Holy ties, atteſted by the gods, 
Which bind the nations in the bond of peace 
ho meanly took advantage of my youth, 
nskill'd in arms, unſcttled on my throne, 
and drove me to the deſart, there to dwell 
ith kinder Monſters ; who my cities ſack d, 
— pillag d, and my ſubjects murder d; 


When generous force prov'd vain, with ruffian arts, 
he villain's dagger, baſe aſſaſſination, 
nd for no reaſon all. Brute violence 
lone thy plea, What the leaſt provocation, 
Fay, canſt thou but pretend ? 8 
Syp. I needed none. | 
Nature has in my being ſown the ſeeds 
Pt enmity to thine. — Nay mark me this. 
ouldſt thou reſtore me to my former ſtate, 
Strike off theſe chains, give me the ſword again, 
IT he ſceptre, and the wide-obedient war: 
et mult 1 till, implacableto thee, 
Peek eagerly thy death, or die my ſelf. 
Life cannot ho d us both! — Unequal gods! 
2W ho love to diſappoint mankind, and take 
all Vengeance to your ſelves; why to the point 
f my long-flatter'd wiſhes did ye lift me, 
hen ſink me thus ſo low? Juſt as L drew 
he glorious ſtroke that was to make me happy, 
V by did you blaſt my ſtrong extended arm ? 
trike the dry ſword unſated to the ground? 
ut that to mock us is your cruel ſport ? 
JV hat elſe is human life? | 
ua. Thus always join'd 
Vith an inhuman heart, ard brutal manners, 
or irreligion to the ruling gods; 
hole ichemes our peeviſh ignorance arraigns, 


nothing to the tumult of thy breaſt. 
here lies the ſting of evil, there the drop 
hat poiſons nature. Ve myſterious powers! 


Dur thoughtleſs pride. Thy loſt condition, Syphax, 


hoſe ways arc en ever-jult, 


o ſtill purſu'd me with inveterate hate, 2 
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As ye think wiſeſt, beſt, diſpoſe of me; 


But, whether thro your gloomy depths I wander, 


Or on your mountains walk; give me the cam, 
The ſteady, ſmiling ſoul ; where wiſdom ſheds: 
Eternal ſunſhine and eternal joy. | 
Then, if misfortune comes, ſhe brings along 
The braveſt virtues, And ſo many great 
Illuſtrious ſpirits have convers'd with woe, 
(The pride of adverſe fate!) as are enough 
To conſecrate diſtreſs, and make even death 
Ambition, 

yp. Torture! Racks! The common trick 
Of inſolent ſucceſs, unſuffering pride, 
This prate of patience, and 1 know not what. 
"Tis all a lie, impracticable rant; 
And only tends to make me ſcorn thee more. 

But why this talk? In mercy ſend me hence; 


Yet ere I go — Oh fave me from diſtraction! 


I know, hot youth, thou burneſt for my queen z 
But by the majeſty of ruin'd kings, 


And that commanding glory which ſurrounds her, 


I charge thee touch her not! 
Maſ. No, Syphax, no, 


Thou need'ꝰſt not charge me. That were mean indeed. 


A triumph that to thee, Put could | cy, 

Again to love her; Thou, what right haſt thou, 

A captive, to her bed? Nor life, nor queen, 

Nor ought, a captive has. All laws in this, 

Roman and Carthaginian, all a gre: | 
Sp. Here, here, begins the bitterneſs of death! 

Here my chains grind me firſt! 
Maſ. Poor Sophonisba ! 

She too becomes the prize of conquering Rome; 

What maſt her heart abhors. Alas, how hard 

Will ſlavery fit on her exalted ſoul ! 

How piteou<s hard! But, if I know her well, 

She never will endure ir, ſhe will die. 

For not a Roman burns with nobler ardor, 

A higherſenſe of liberty than ſhe ; 

And tho' ffiemarry'd thee, her only ſtain, 
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Falſe to my youth, and faithleſs to my vows; 
Yet, I muſfown it, from a worthy caiiſe, 
From publick ſpirit did her fault proceed. f 

Sp. Blue plagues, and poifon on'thy meddling tongue ! 
Talk not of her ; for every word of her 
Is a keen dagger, griding thro* my heart. 

Oh, for a lonely dungeon! where I rather | 
Would talk with my own groans, and great revenge, 
Than in the manſions of the bleſt with thee, 

Hell! Whither muſt I go? 

Maſ. Unhappy. man! 

And is thy breaſt determin'd againſt peace; 
On comfort ſhut ? MW ig 

Syp. On all, but death, from thee. 

Maſ. Narva, _—_— peculiar care ; 

nd uſe him well with tenderneſs and honour, 

This evening Lelius, and to morrow Scipio, 
To Cirtba tome. Then let the Romans take 

heir priſoner. LN 

Sp. Thete ſhines a gleam of hope 1 
\croſs the gloom From thee deliver d Eaſe 
* thought Lead on -My heart grow 

ighter! 
S SCE Nb: 
Maſiniſſa alone. 
V hat dreadful havoc in the human breaſt 
The paſſions make, when uticonfin'd, and mad, 
They burſt, unguided by the mental eye, 
The light of reaſon; which in various ways 
Points them to good, of turns them back from ill. 

O fave me from the tumult of the foul? | 
From the wild beafts within! For circling ſands, 
Vhen the ſwift whirlwind whelms them o'er the lands; 

be roaring deeps that to the clouds ariſe, * 
hile thwarting thick the mingled lightning flies; 
he monſter-brood to which this land gives birth, 
he blazing city, and the gaping earth; | 
ll deaths, all rortures, in one pang eombin d, 
e gentle to the tempeſt of the mind. 
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he firmneſs of my heart, my ſtrong attachment, | And 
Seveieto Rome, to Scipio, and to Glory. | 


Ine 
h 
| An 
r SCE NN EI 
Ry 
| | M.äaſiniſſa, Narva. | — 
| 7 / | {OI Tis true, my friend, _ yy 
| Thou good old man, Ly whom my youth was torm'd, Th 
| The firm companion ot my various lite, Me 
| ] own, tis true, that Sophonisba's image JT To 
Lives in my boſom ſtill; and at each glance 10 
| I take in ſecret of the bright idea, Re 
A ſtrange diſorder ſeizes on my ſoul, co 
| Which burns with ſtronger glory. Need I ſay, An 
| How once ſhe had my vows? Till Scipio came, I Re 
| Reſiſtleſs man! like a deſcending God l f 
; And ſnatch'd me from the Carthaginian ſide ; I M 
| To nob.cr Reme ; beneath whole laurel'd brow, No 
And ample eye, the nations grow polite, Oft 
Human and happy. Then thou may'ſt remember; Th 
Buch is this woman's high impetuous ſpirit, _ .. An 
| That all-controuling love ſhe bears her country, Th 
| Her Carthage; thatat this ſhe ſacrific'd . Th 
To Siphax , unbelov d. her blooming Years, : Per 
| And won him off from Rome. Th 
Nar. My generous prince! 1 
| Applauding = fric of thy choice approves, _ Lot 
; Fame claps her wings, and virtue {miles on thee, I. 
| Of peace thou ſoftner, and thou ſoul of war! To 
| But oh beware of that fair foe to glory, Gre 
| Woman! and moſt of Carthaginian woman! AS, 
| Who has not heard of fatal Punic guile ? 0 Eve 
| Ot their fly conqueſts? their ink ious leagues ? _ 
j Their / ſarubals ? their Hannibals? with all Net 
| Their wily heroes? And, if ſuch their men, We 
| What mult their women be ? | For 
| M. . You make me ſmile, A 
| I thank thy honeſt zeal. But never dread | Ho 


— — — 
— —- 2 - 
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Indeed. I cannot, would not quite forget 
J The grace of Sophoni:zhba; how ſhe look'd, 
And talk'd, and mov'd, a Pallas ora Juno! 
FJ Accompliſh'd even intrifles, when fhe ſtoop'd 
Ambition's flight, and with a foften'd eye 
¶ Gave her quick ſpirit into gayer lite. 
Then every word was live.ineſs, and wit; 
Ve heard the Muſes' ſong; and the dance ſwam 
rhro' all the maze of harmony. I flatter not, 
Believe me, Narva; yet my panting ſoul, 
To Scipio taken in the tair purſuit 
Ot fame, and for my people's happineſs, 
Reſizn'd this Sophonisba ; and tho now 
Conſtrain'd by ſoft neceſſity to ſee her, 
And ſhea captive in my power, will till 
2 Reſign her, 
Nar. Let me not doubt thy fortitude, 
My Maſiniſſa, thy exalted purpoſe 
Not to be loſt in love; but ah! we know not, 
Oft, till experience ſighs it to the ſoul, 
The boundleſs witchcraft of enſnaring woman, 
And our pwn {lippery hearts. From Scipio learn 
The temperance of heroes, I'll recount 
3 Th' inſtructive ſtory, what theſe eyes beheld; 
Perhaps you've heard it; but'tis pleaſing ſtill, 
3 Tho' told a thouſand times, | | 
3 - My). I burn to hear it. 
Loſt by my late misfortunes in the deſart, 
7 1liv'd a ſtranger to the voice of fame, 
To Scipuo's laſt exploits, Exalt me now. 
Great actions raiſe the mind. But when a friend, 
A Scipio does them; then with more than wonder; 
Even with a ſort of vanity we liſten, 
Nar. Whento his glorious, firſt eſſay in war, 
New Carthage fell; there all the flower of Spain 
Were kept in hoſtage; a full fie d preſenting 
For Sci pio's generoſity to ſhine. 5 
And then it was, that when the hero heard 
How I to thee belong d, he with large gifts, 
And friendly words — me. 
| 3 
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Ma. I remember, 


And in his favour that impreſs d me firſt, 


But to thy ſtory, 
Nar. What with admiration 
Struck every heart, was this A noble virgin, 
Conſpicuous far o'er all the captive dames, 
Was mark'd the general's prize. She wept, and bluſh'd, 
Young, freſh, and blooming like the morn. An eye, 
As when the blue sky trembles thro'a cloud | 
Of pureſt white. A ſecret charm combin'd 
Her features, and infus'd enchantment thro' them, 
Her ſhape was harmony. But eloquence 
Beneath her beauty fails; which ſeem'd, on purpoſe, 
Pour'd out by laviſh nature, that mankind 2 
Might ſee this action in its higheſt luſtre. 
Sott, as ſhe _— along, with downcaſt eyes, 
Where gentle ſorrow ſwell'd, and now and then 
Dropt o'er her modeſt cheek a trickling tear; 
The Roman legions languiſh'd 3 and hard war 
Felt more than pity. Even Scipio's ſelf, 
As on his high tribunal rais'd he fat, 
Turn'd from the piercing ſight, and chiding 
His Officers, jt by this gift they meant 
To cloud his glory in its very dawn. + 
Maſ. Oh Gods! my fluttering heart! On, ſtop not 
Narva. | 
Nar. She queſtion'd of her birth, in trembling accents, 
With tears and bluſhes broken, told 22 6 
But when he found her royally deſcended, 
Ot her old caprive parents the ſole joy; 
And that a hapleſs Celtiberian prince, 
Her lover and beloy'd, forgot his chains, 
Hisloſt dominions, and for her alone 
Wept out his tender ſoul ; ſudden the heart 
Ot this young, conquering, loving, godlike Roman! 
Felt all the great divinity of virtue. „ 
His wiſhing youth ſtood check d, his tempting power, 
By infinite humanity— | 
Mof. Well well; 


Ind then? 
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To theſe as diff ent ſentiments ſucceeded, 


I Springs at thy faithful tale, it fires my ſoul, 


A 
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Nay. Diſdaining guilty doubt, at once 
fe for her parents and her lover call d. 
The various ſcene imagine: how his troops 
Look'd dubious on, and wonder'd what he meant; 
While ſtretch'd below the trembling ſuppliants lay, 
Rack'd by a thouſand mingling paſſions, fear, | 
Hope, jcalouſy, diſdain, {ubmitſion, grief, 
Anxiety, and love in every ſhape. 


As mixt emotions, when the man divine 

Thus the dread ſilence to the lover broke. 

Mie both are young, both charm'd. The right of was 

« Has put thy beauteous miſtreis in my power; 

e With whom 1 could, in the moſt ſacred ties, 

Live out a happy life: but know that Romans 

Their hearts as well as enemies can conquer. 

« Then take her to thy ſoul; and with her take 

Thy liberty and kingdom. In return 

l ask but this. When you behold theſe eyes 

« Theſe charms, with tranſport; be a friend to Rome. 
M af. There ſpokethe ſoul of Scipio. But the Loyers? 
Nar. Joy and extatic wonder held them mute; 

While the loud camp, and all — <q 

That hung around, rang with repeated ſhouts. 

Fame took th' alarm, and thro” reſounding Spam 

Blew faſt the fair report; which, more than arm, 

Admiring nations to the Romans gain a. 
Maſ. My friend in glory! thy awaken'd prince | 


And nerves each thought anew apt oft perhaps, 
Too much, too much to ſlacken into love. 
But now the ſoft oppreſſion flies; and all! 
{y mounting powers expand to deeds like thine, 

fon pattern and inſpirer of my fame, 
Scipio, thou firſt of men, and beſt of friends 

What man of ſoul would live, my Narva, breathe 
This idle-puffing element; and run, 
Day after day, the ſtill- returning round 
Ot life's mean offices, and ſickly joys z 
But in compaſſion to . ? to bi 

| 4 


. 
. 


* — 
1 Þ 


16 S OPHONIS BA. 


A guardian God below ? to diſſipate 

An ardent being in heroick aims? 
Do ſomething vaſtly great like what you told? 
Something to raiſchim o'er the groveling herd, 

And make him ſhine for ever ?— Oh, my friend! 
Bleed every vein about me; every nerve 

With anguiſh tremble ; every ſinew ake; 

Be toil tamiliar to my Limbs; ambition 

Mix all my thoughts in an inceſſant whirl ; 

The third time may Iloſe my kingdom; and again 
Wander the falſe inhoſpitable Syrts; 

Yet oh, ye liberal Gods! in rich award, 

Andampleſt recompence-—Iask no more 

Share me the wreath of fame from Scipio's brow! - 

But fee, ſhe comes! mark her majeſtic port, 
SCENE II. 
Maſiniſſa, Sophonisba, Narva, Phœniſſa. 
Soph. Behold, victorious prince! the ſcene revers d 

And — — kneeling here; a captive, 

O'er v 


om the Gods, thy Fortune, and thy Virtue, 45 


Have given unqueſtion'd power of life and deatd, 


If ſuch a one may raiſe her ſuppliant voice, 

Once muſick to thy ear; if ſne may touch 

Thy knee, thy purple, and thy victor-hand; 

Oh liſten, Maſmiſa! Let thy ſoul b 
Intenſely liſten / While J fervent pray, 

And ſtrongudjure thee, by that regal ſtate, 

In which with equal pomp we lately ſhone! 

By the Numidian name, our common boaſt ! 
And by thoſe houſhold gods! who may, I wiſh, 
With better omens take thee to this == (hy | 
Than Syphax hence they ſent. As is thy pleaſure,” 

In all beſide determine of my fate. f 
This, this alone I beg. Never, oh never! 
lato the cruel, proud, and hated power 

Of Romans let me fall. Sinee angry heaven 

W ill have it fo, that I wuſt be a ſlave, 

And that a galling chain muſt bind theſe hands; 
It were ſome little ſoftning in my doom, 


-* \ Tocalla kindred fonof theſame clime, 
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A Native of Numidia, my lord. 
But it thou canſt not ſave me trom'the Romans, 
It this ſad favour be beyond thy power; 
At leaſt to give ine death is what᷑ thou canſſ. 
Here ſtrikꝭ . My naked boſom courts thy ſword; 
And my laſt breath ſhall bleſs thee, #aſoniſſa ! 
Maſ. Riſe, Sophonisba, riſe. To ice tace thus 
Is a revenge I ſcorn; and all the man 
Within me, though much injur'd by thy pride, 
And ſpirit too tempeſtuous for thy ſex, 
Yet bluſhes to behold thus at my feet, 
Thus proſtrate low, her, for whom kings have kneel'd, 
The faireſt, but the falſeſt of her ſex. | 
Soph. Spare thy reproach—'Tis cruel thus toloſe 
Inranckling diſcord, and ungenerous ſtrife, 
The few remaining momeats that divide me 
From the laſt evil, bondage Roman bondage! 
Yes, ſhut thy heart againit me; ſhurthy heart 
Againſt compaſſion, every human thought, 
Even recollected love: yet know, raſh Youth ! 
That when thou ſeeſt me iwell their lofry triumph, 
Thou ſeeſt thy ſelf in me. This is my day; 
To- morrow may be thine, . But here, afſur'd, 
Here will I lie on this vile earth, forlorn, | 
Of hope abandon'd, ſincę deſpis d by thee 
Thoſe locks all looſe and ſordid in the duſt; 
This ſullied boſom growing to the ground. 
Scorch'd up with anguiſn, and of every ſhape 
Of miſery full: till comes the ſoldier fierce 
From recent blood, and, in thy very eye, 
Lays raging his rude ſinguinary graſs 
On theſe weak limbs; and 4 them in chains. 
Then if no friendly ſteel, no nectard draught .- 
Of deadly poiſon, can enlarge my ſoul; | 
It will indignant burſt irom a ſlave's body; 
And, join'c to mighty Dido, ff ornye all. 25 
Maſ. Oh Sophonisba ! tis not fate to hear thee; 


And miſtook my Heart, to truſt it thus. 8 
3 X . TS 
Soph, You ſhall not, Maſiuiſſa! A 
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Here will I hold you, tremble here for ever; | 
Here unremitting grow, till youconſeat, _ = I 
And can'{t thou think, oh! can'ſt thou think to leave mee 


Expos'd, defenceleſs, wretched, here alone ? Thi 
A prey to Romans fluſh'd with blood and conqueſt 2 I Wi: 
The ſubject of their ſcorn or baſer Love? Ire 
Sure Maſiniſſa cannot; and, tho' chang'd, All: 
Tho' cold as that averted look he wears; IFre 
Sure love can ne'er-in generous breaſts be loſt And 
To that degree; as not from ſhame a age Inn 
To {ave what once they lov d. Wit 
Maſ. Enchantment! Madneſs! But 
What would'ſt thou, Sophonizha?——O my heart! The 
My treacherous heart? Wh 
' Soph, What would I. Maſmiſſa ? 1 
My mean requeſt fits bluſhing on my cheek. Alas 
To be thy ſlave, young prince, is what I beg; * 
lere Sophonisba kneels to be thy ſlave; | Enc 
Vet kneels in vain. But thouꝰ rt a ſlave thy ſelf, Run 
And canſt not from the Romans fave one woman; pou 
Her, who was once the triumph of thy Soul; Tot 
Fer they ſeduc d it by their lying glory. | Fort 
Immortal gods! and am I fallen ſo lo And 
Scorn d by a lover? by a ſlave to Rame? 2 Ever 
Nought can be worth this baſeneſs, life, nor expire: Is fu 
J loath me for it On this kinder carth, Imi 


Then leave me, leave me, to deſpair and death O hi 
Maſ. What means this conflict with almighty Nature} Or it 


With the whole warring heart ?—Riſe, quickly r iſe, 1 
In all the conquering majeſty of charms, Reti 
O Sophonisha, riſe! while here I ſwear, : Rep 
By the tremendous powers that rule Mankind! And 
By heaven and earth, and hell! by love, and glory ! Se 
The Romans ſhall not hurt you Romans cannot; Ne'e 


For Rome is generous as the Gods themſelves, 

And honours, not inſults, a gencrous foe, 

Yet fince you dread them, take this ſacred pledge, 
This Hand of ſurety, by which kings are bound; 
By which I hold you mine, and vow to treat you, 
With all the reyercace due to ruin d ate. 


* 
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ith all the ſoftneſs of remembring love, 


Al that can ſooth thy tate, and make thee happy. 


*Soph. 1 thank thee, Aaſiniſſa now the tame ; 5 
The fame warm youth, exalted, full of foul; 


wich whom in happier days I wont to paſs 


The ſighing hour: while, dawning fair in love, 
All ſong and ſweetneis, life fers-joyous out; 


JEre che black tempeſt ot ambition rote, | 


And drove us different ways, Thus dreſs d in war 
In nodding plumes, o ercaſt with ſullen thought, 
With pur pos'd vengeance dark, I knew thee not; 
But now breaks our the beauteous ſunranew, 

The gay Numidian ſhines warni'd me once, 

W hote love was glory.—— Vain deas, hence! 


Long ſince my heart, to nobler patitons known, 
as your acquaintante ſcorn'd. | 


Maſ. Oh! while you talk, 
Enchanting tair one! my deluded thought 
Runs back to days of love; when fancy ſtill 
Found worlds ot beauty, ever riſing new 
To the tranſported eye; when flattering hope 
Form'd endleſs proſpects of inereaſing bliis; 
And ſtill the credulous heart believ'd them all, 
Even more than love could promiſe, —. But the ſcene 
Is full of danger for a tainted eye; | 
I muſt not, dare not, will not look that way. 
O hide it, wiſdom, giory, from my view! 
Or in ſweet ruin I fhall fink again. | 
Diſaſter clouds thy check ; thy colour goes. 


I Retire, and from the troubles of the day 
KRepoſe thy weary foul; worn out with care, 
And rough unhappy thought. 


Soph. May Main iſſa 
Ne er want the goodneſs he has ſhewn to me. 
SCENE II. 
Maſiniſſa, Narva. 
Maſ. The danger's o'cr, I've heard the Syren's ſong, 
Yet ſtill to glory hold my ſteady courſe. * 
I mark'd thy kind concern, thy friendly fears, 


Aud own chem juſt; tor ſhe has beauty, Narva. 


Ws. 
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So full, ſo perfect, with ſo great a ſoul 

Inform'd, fo pointed high with ſpirit, 

As ſtrikes like lightning trom the hand of Jove, 

And raiſes loveto glory. 
Nar, Ah, my — ! 

Too true, it is too true; her fatal charms 

Are power ful, and to Maſiniſſa's heart 


But know the way too well, And art thou ſure, 


That the {oft poiſon which within thy veins 
Lay unextinguiſh'd, is not rouz'd anew ? 
Is not this moment working tiro' my ſoul ? 
Doſt thou not love? Contest 

Maſ. What ſaid my friend, 
Of poiſon? love? of loving Sophonisba ? 
Yes, I admire her, wonder at her beauty 
And he who does not is as dullas earth, 
The cold unanimated form. of man, 
E'er lighted up with the celeſtial fire. 
Where er ſhe goes ſtill admiration gazes, 
And liſtens while ſhetalks. Even thou thy ſelf, 
Who ſaw'R her with the malice of a friend, 


Even thou thy ſelf admir'ſt her. — Doſt thou not? 


Say, ſpeak ſincerely. 

Nay. She has Charms indeed; 
But has ſhe charms like virtue ? Tho majeſtic; 
Does ſhe command us, is her force like glory? 


Maſ. All glory's in her eye! Perfection thence 


Looks from his throne; and on her ample brow 
Sits majeſty, Her features glow with life, 


Warm with heroick ſoul, Her mien! — ſhe walks, 


As when a towering goddeſs treads this earth. 
But when herlanguage flows; when ſuch aone 
'Deſcends toſooth, to ſigh, to weep, to graſp 
The tottering knee; oh! Narva, Narva, oh! 
Expreſſion here isdumb. 
Nar. Alas! my Lord, 

Is this the talk of ſober admiration ? 

Are theſethe iallies of a heart at caſe ? 

Ot Scipio's friend? And was it the calm ſenſe 
Of fair perfection, that the while ſhe kneel'd 
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SOPHONISBA 31 
For what youraſhly promis'd, ſeiz'd your ſoul ; 
Stole out in ſecret tranſports from your eye; a 
That writh'd you groaning round, and ſhook your frame. 
Maſ. I tell thee once again, too cautious man, 
That when a woman begs, a matchleſs woman, 
A woman once belov'd, a fallen queen, 
A Sophoni:ba | when ſhe twines her charms 
Around our ſoul, and all her power of looks, 
Of tears, of ſighs, of ſoftneſs, plays upon us; 
He's more or leſs than man who can reſiſt her. 
For me, my ſtedfaſt ſoul approves, nay more, 
Exults in the protection it — promis'd, 
And nought, tho” plighted honour did not bind me. 
Shall ſhake the happy purpoſe of my heart ; 
Nought, by th' avenging gods! who heard my vow, 
And hear me now again, 
Nar. And was it then 
For this you conquer'd ? | 
Maſ. Yes, and triumph in it, 
This was my fondeſt wiſh; the very point, 
The plume of glory, the deliciousprize 
Of bleeding years. And I had been a brute, 
A greater monſter than Numidia breeds, 
A horror to myſelf; if on the ground, 
Caſt vilely from me, I thi illuſtrious fair one 
Had left to bondage, bitterneſs, and death. 
Noris there ought in war worth what I feel ; 
In pomp and hollow ſtate, like this ſweet ſenſe 
Of inf bliſs ; which the reflection gives me, 
Of ſaving thus ſuch excellence and beauty 
From her ſupreme abhorrence. | 
Nar, Maſiniſſa, 
My friend / my royal lord / alas! you ſlide, 
Vou ſink from virtue. On the giddy brink 
Of fate you ſtand One ſtep, and all is loſt / 
Maſ. No more, no more! if this is being loſt, 
If this, miſtaken / is forſaking virtue, 
And ruſhing down the precipice of fate; 
Then down I go, far far beyond the din | | 
o Of ſcrupulous dull precaution, — Leave me, Nara. 
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I want to bealone, to find ſome Shade, 

Some ſolitary ꝑloem; there to ſhake off 

This weight of life, this tumult of mankind, 
This fick ambirion on it ſelt recoiling ;. 

And there to liſten to the gentle vice, 


The ſigh of peace, ſomething, I xnow not what, 


That whiſpers tramſport to my heart. Farewel. 
SGEN E IV. 
Nanv A alone. 


Struck, and he knovos it not So when the field, 


E'ate in heart, the warrior ſcorn: to yield 3 
The ſtreaming blood can ſearce convince his eyes; 
Nor will he feel the wound by which he dies. 


* 


CT MT. SC-E NE I 
Mafinifls alone. 


N vain I wander thro' the ſhade for peace; 
'Tis with the calm alone, the pure of heart, 


That there the goddeſs talks Zut in my breaſt 
Some buſy thought, ſome 3 
Throbsinexpreffible; and rotols f om — What? 
From charm to charm, on Sophonisba ſtill 
Eaxrneft, intent, devoted all to her. | ; 
Oh it muſt out! — *Tis love, almighty love! 
Returning on mie with a ſtronger tide, 
Il doubt no more, but give ſt up to love. | 
Come to my breaſt, thou roſy-ſmiling god? 
Come unconfin'd ! bring all thy joys along. 
All thy ſoft cares, and mix them copious here. 
But why invoke I thee ? Thy power is weak, 
To Sophontsba's eye, thy quiver poor, 
To the reſiſtleſs lightning of her form; 
And dull thy bare inſinua ting arts, EI 
To thèꝰ ſweet mazes of her flowing tongue, 
Quick, let me fly to her; and here forger 


. 
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This ted'ousabſence, war, ambition, noiſe, 

Even friendſhip's ſelf, the vanity of fame, 

And all but love, tor love is more than all! - 
SCENE Il. 

| Maſiniſſa, Narva. 
Maſ. Welcome again, my friend. Come nearer, 
Narva; * 

Lend me thine arm, and Iwill tell theeall, 

Untold my ſecret heart, whoſe every pulſe 

With Sophonisba beats. Nay hear me out 

Swift, as I mus'd, the conflagration ſpread ; 

At once too ſtrong, too general, to be quench'd, 

] love, and I approve it, doat upon her, 

Even think theſe minutes loſt I talk withthee. 

Ileavens! what emotions have poſlets'd my ſoulł 

- JSnatch'd by a moment into years of paſſion. 

Nar. Ah Maſiaiſſa 

Maſ. Argue not againſt me. 

alk down the circling winds that lift the deſart; 

nd, touch'd by Heaven, when all the foreſts blaze, 

alk down the flame, but not my ſtronger love. 

baue for lovea thouſand thouſand reaſons, 

Dear to the heart, and potent o'er the ſoul. 

y ready thoughts all riſing, reſtleſs all, 

rea perpetual ſpring of tenderneſs; 

Da! Sopbonisba! Sophonisba! 'oh! | | 

Nar. Is this deceitful day then come to nought ? 

his day, that ſet thee on a double throne? 

That gave thee Syphax chain d, thy deadly foe ? 

With perfect conqueſt crown'd thee, perte& glory? 

it ſo ſoon eclips d? and does yon ſun, 

on ſetting ſun, who this fair morning ſaw thee 

Ride through the ranks of long extended war, 

\s radiant as himſelf; with every glance 

heeling the pointed files; and, when the ſtarmy 

pan, beheld thee tread the riſing ſurge 

Df battle high, and drive it on the for; 

Does he now, bluſhing ſee thee ſunk ſo weak? | 

pht in a ſmile ? the captive of a look? 8 

cannot name it without tears; 
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. Maſ. Away! | 
I'm ſick ot war, of the deſtroying trade, | 
Smooth'd o'er, and gilded with the name of glory. 
Thou nerd'ꝰſt not ſpread the martial fieid to me 
My happier eyes are turn'd another way, 
Behod it not; or, if they do, behold it, 
Shrunk up, far off, a viſtonary ſcene; 
Asto the _— man appears the dream. 
Narv. Or rather as realities appear, 
The virtue, pomp, and d'gnities of life, 
In lick diſorder'd dreams. | 
Maf. Think not I ſcorn 
The task of heroes, when oppreſhon rapes, 
And lawleſs violence contounds the world. 
Who would not bleed with tranſport tor his country, 
Tear every dear relation from his heart, . 
And greatly die to make a people happy; 
Ought not to taſte of happineſs himſelf, 
And is lo- ſoul'd indeed But {ure, my friend, 
There is a time for love, or lite were vile 
A ſickly circle ot revolving days, 
Led on by hope, with ſenicleſs hurry fill d, 
And clos'd by diſappointment, Round and round, 
Still hope for ever Wheels the daily cheat; 
Impudent hope ! unjoyous madneſs all ! | 
"Tilllove comes ſtealing in, with his kind hours, 
His healing lips, his co: dial {weets, his cares, 
Intuſing joy, his joys ine ffable! OE 
That make the poor account of life eompleat, 
And juſtify the Gods. 
Nar. Miſtaken Prince, 
I blame not love, Bu. | 
Maſ. Slander not my paſſion. a 
I've ſuffer'd thee too far. Take beed, old man.— 
Love will not bear an accuſation, Narve. 13 
Nar. — ſpeak the truth, when t: uth and friendſhij 
. call, 
Nor fear thy frown unk ind. Thou haſt no right 
To Scphoni. ba; ſhe belongs to Rome. | | 


* 


* Ha! the belongs to Rome, Tis true Mx 

thoughts f 

Where have you wander'd, not to think of this? 

Think &'er I promis'd? eier I loy'd ? Confuſion? 

I know not what Hay—l ſhould have low d, 

Tho? Fove in muttering thunder had forbid it, 

But Rome will not refuſe ſo ſmall a boon, + Es 
hoſe gifts are kingdoms; Rome muſt grant it ſure, 

One captive to my wiſh, one poor requelt, 1 7 

o ſmall to them, but oh ſo dear tome! 

ere let my heart confide. 

Nar. Deluſive love! 


hro' what wild projects is the frantick mind 
Peguild by thee : And think'ſt thou that the Rymunj 
W be ſenators of Rome, theſe gods on earth, 
iſe, ſteady to the tight, ſeverely juſt, 
incorrupt, and like eternal fate 
ot to be mov d, will liſten to the ſigh 
pf idle love? They, when their country calls, 
Vho know no pain, no tenderneſs, no joy. 
ut bid their Children bleed before their eyes; 
hat they'll regard the light fantaſtick pangs 
ta fond heart? and With thy * give ther 
heir moſt inveterate foe; from their firm ſide, 
ike Sy pax, to delude thee? and the point 
f their own bounty on themſelves to turn? 
hou canſt not hope it ſure. Impoſſible 
Maſ. What ſhall I do? Be now the friend exerted; 
or love and honour preſs me; love and honour, 
l chat is dear ind excellent in lite, 
that or ſootlis the man or lifts the hero, 
nd my ſoul deep. 
Nar. Raſti was your vowy, * 
know not what to counſel... When you vow'd, 
u vow'd whit was not in your power to grant 
as therefore tis not binding. 
Maſ. Never! Never! 
never will I falſify that yow ! 
e then deſtruction ſeize me! Yes, ye Romani, 
it beſo, there, take your — back, 


Your 


— —— <P —Uü—ä— 


This very night ſhall ſolemnize our vows 


He take a woman to the nuptial bed, 


Ard mingled paſſions of this luckleſs day, 
Made me forget another warm requeſt 
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Vour royal gewgaws, all for Sophonisbs i | 
Hold. Let me think a while lt ſhall be ſo? 
By all th inſpiring Gods that prompt my thought! 


And the next joyous ſun, that viſits Afric, 
See Sophonisba ſeated on my throne. 
Then ii they ſpare her not. not ſpare my queen, 
Pcrdition on their ſtubborn pride call'd virtue! 
Be theirs the world, but Sophonisba mine! 
Nay. And is it poſſible, ye Gods, that rule us 
Can Maſiniſſa in his pride of youth, 
In his mer i ian glory ſhining wide, 
The light of Arie, and the triend of Scipioz 


W ho ſcorn'd him for a tyrant, old, and peeviſh, 

His rancorous foe? and gave her ugtouch'd bloom, 

Her ſpring of charms to Syphax ? | 
Maſ. Horrid tricndſhip ! 5 

This, this, has thrown a ſerpent to my heart; 

While it o'erflow'd with tenderneſs, with joy, 

With all the ſweetneſs of exulting love. 


No nought but gall is there, and burning poiſon . Pieetu 


Yes, it was ſo ! Curſe on her vain ambition! ictor 
What had her meddling ſex to do with ftates 2 Maj 
The Buſineſs ot men! For him! for Syphax! till do 
Forſook for him ! my love tor his groſs paſſion ! The ve 
The thought is hell- Oh I had treaſur'd up Ohh 
A world of indignation, years of ſcorn; While i 
Bur her fad ſuppliant witchcraft ſooth'd it down. ad he 
Where is ſhe now? That it may burſt upon her; rom r 
Bear her unbounded from me, down the torrent, mong 
Far, faraway! And tho my plighted faith, Of red / 


Shall ſave her trom the Romans, yet to tell her, Of cold 


That k will never, never ſee her more! To hunt 


Ha! there ſhe comes. Pernicious fair one Leave nnd this 


g SCENE III. 
Sophonisba, Maſiniſſa. 
Sop. Forgive this quick return. The 


ſi t learning patierice; fortitude, and hope, 


11 


To hunt with hungry tygers for my prey, 
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] tad to beg of generous Maſiniſſa; 
or oh to whom, ſave to the generous, cath 
he miſerable fly? But much diſturb'd 
ſou look, and ſcovyl upon me a denial. - 
Repentance trowns on your contracted brow; 
\lready, weary of my linking fate, 
du ſeem to droop; and for unhappy Syphau 
] ſhall implore in vain, 
Maſ. For Syphax ? vengeance! | 
\nd canſt thou mention him? Oh grant me breath! 
Sop. 1 young prince, how deep he has prorok g 
z 


How keen he ſought thy youth; thro' what a fire | 
df greatdiſtreſs, from which you cotne the brighter} 

On dull indifferent objects, or — 
Diſlik'd a little, tis but common bounty 
o ſno wer reliet; but when our bittereſt toe 
Lies ſunk, diſarm'd, and deſolate, then! then! 
To feel the mercies of a pitying God, 
To raiſe him from the duſt, and that beſt way 
Totriumph o'er him, his heroic goodneſs, 
Dletunhappy Syphax touch thy heart, 

ictorious Maſiniſſa! | 

Maſ. Monſtrous this 5 
till doſt thou blaſt me with that curſed name! 
The very name thy conſcious guilt ſhould ſhun; | 

Oh had he heap'd all ills upon my bead, 
While it was young, and for the ſtormunfit z 
ad he but driven me from my native throne, 
rom pomp and and luxury, todwell 
mong the foreſt beaſts; to bear the beam 
Of red Namidian ſuns, and the rank dew 0 
df cold unſnelter d nights; to mix with wolyes} 
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ad thirſt with Dip/as on the burning ſands 
could have thank d him for his angry leſſon 
be fair occafion thar his rage afforded 


till riſmg ſtronger on incumbent fate, 
ad all that try'd bumanity * 
| * 
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But for the Roman I had been a ſavage, 


But there is one cursꝰ d bitzernels behind, © 


One injury, the man can never pardon; Ally 
That icorches up the tear in pity's eye, Unb 
And even ſwee: mercy's ſelt converts to pal. fad 
I cannot will not name it. Heart of anguiſh? And 
Dow! down! * Civi 
Sop. Ah! whence this ſudden ſtorm 7 this madneſs, M 
That hurr ies all thy foul? om Dec 


Maſ. And doſt thou a?? 
Ask thy own faithleſs heart; ſnarch'd from my Vows, 
From the warm wiſhes ot my ſpringing youth, 

And given tothat old hated moulter, Syphax, Malt 
Perfidious So; honuzba ! | „„ | 

Sop. Nay no more. | Ti: 
With too much truth F can return thy charge. 
Why didſt thou drive me to that cruel choice? 
Why leave me, with my country, to deſtruction? nad 
Why break thy love? thy taĩth f and join the Romans? 

Maſ. By heavens the Romans were my better get 
Sav'd me from fate, and form'dmy youth to glory; Mon t 


A vwretch like yphax, a forgotten thing, he 
The tolo ..  - rom 
Sop. Meddle not with Canes, => / 
Impatient youth, for that I will not bear; Nor! 
Tho' here i were a thoufand fold thy ſlave. Noth 


Not one baſe word of Carthage on thy foul | 
Maſ. How vain thy phrenzy !Gv, command thy QlanMetes 


Thy fools. thy Syphaxes; but I will ſpeak, Oh pi 
| Spe k — — call it falſe, ungenerous, add ſ 
vet ſhall I check me, fince it is thy country? Ho 
While the Romans are the light, the glory. Mt 
Sop. Romans! Foul) 
Perdition on the Romans and almoſt o 
On thee too Romans are the ſcourge | hat, 
Of the red world, deſtroyers of mankind, rom 
The ruffians, — of earth; and all Nike! 
Beneath the fmooth diſſimulating mask nd p 
Of juſtice, and eompaſſion; as If flaye Dh ple 
Was but another nziae for civil d. Cop 
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All eonthe Roman: While fair Carthage 
Unblemiſh'd riſes on the baſe of commerce 
And asks of heaven nought but the general winds, 
And common tides, to carry plenty, joy, 


Civilty, and grandeur, round the world, 
Maſ. No more compare them] for the gods themſelves 


Dec are tor Rome. 
Sop. It was not always ſo. 
he gods declar d for Hannibal; when ſtaly 
Blaz d all around him, all her ſtreams ran blood, 
All her incarnate vales were vilewith death; 
And when at Trebia, Thraſymene, and Canna, 
he Carthaginian {word with Roman blood 
Was drunk Oh that he then, on that dread day. 
While lifeleſs conſternation blacken'd Rome, 
Had rar d th accurſed city to the ground. 
nd ſav d the worla . When will it come again, 
day ſo glorious, and ſo big with vengeance, 
Dn thoſe my ſoulabhors? 3 
Maſ. Avert it heaven! 
he Romans not enſlave, but fave the world 
rom Carthaginian rage 
Sop. Vll bear no more?! 
Nor tenderneſs, nor life, nor liberty, 
Nothing ſhall make me bear it Periſh Rome ? 
ind all her menial friends!—Yes, rather, rather, 
dete ſted as ye are, ye Romans, take me, 
Oh pitying take me to your nobler chains 
ef fave me from this abje& youth, your flaye? 
How canſtthou kill me thus? 
Maſ. I meant it not 
ouly meant to tell thee, haughty fair one! 
ow thisalone might bind me to the Romans; 
hat, in a frail and ſliding hour, they ſnatch'd me 
rom the perdition of thy love; which fell, : 
ike baleful lightning, where I moſt could wiſh, * 
nd prov'd deſtruction to my mortal foe. | | 
Ob pleaſing! fortunate! 
Sop. I thank them too, EY 3 
y heavens ! for once, I love them; ſinee they turn d 
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Dive thee the name, thy mean ** — 
„ From my juſt {corn es. By | 
Maſ. Oh freely call me, y 


By every name t y fury can inſpire; 8 
Enrich me with comempt— 1 love no more Thu 


It will not hurt me, Sept 77 7 ER Lore, For 
Long ſince I gave it tot be paſſing winds, OS 
And would r the world. Tut 
Alover is the very fool of natrre; © Of 
Made ſick by his own wantonneſs of thought, 5 
His {eaver'dtancy : while, to your own charmg Car 
Imputing all, you ſwell with boundleſs pride. As « 


Shame on the wretch ! who ſhould be driven from mee of 


To live with Aſian ſlaves, in one ſoft herd, 4 
All wretched, all ridiculous together. qv! 

For me, this moment, here I mean to bid A! 
Farewel, a glad farewel ta loyt and thee. - Its: 
Sep. With all my foul, fare wel n Its. 
e ſpirit bo ks, h as as thine, | Ane 


Than queen ot all Nxmidia, by the favour 


Thy es are 904d, ; my I love then? =, 
Here in the preſence of the liſtning pods ns S Th 
Take thy repented rows. To proud Cornelia 
Id rather be a ſlave, to Scipio s mother; 


Of him, who dares inſult the helpleſs thus. 1 
Still doſt thou ſtay ?. behold me then again, 
{s, and wild, a loſt abandon'd ſlave. 
And now thy brutal purpoſe muſt be gain d. 
Away. 2 and u N _ 925 
Maſ. No, not for wor r a 
Dilho our Baſt me then! al kind of ills. e | 
7 cup gf bitterneſs, and ſnameg 
When Irefignthee to triumphant Rome, - 8 
Oh lean not thus dejeRted to the ground? 
The fight is miſer Jo What rogue gre BP. 
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SOPHONISBA. 31 
I. Sep. By thy pride ſhe dies. 


Inhuman prince! 
Maſ. Thine is the conqueſt, nature! 
By heaven and earth! I cannot hold it more. 
Wretchthat I was! to cruſhth' unhappy thus; 
The faireſt too, the deareſt of her ſex! 
For whom my ſoul could dye? Turn, quick y turn, 
O Sophonisba! my belov'd! my gory f 
Turn and forgive the violence of lo 8 
Ot love that knows no bounds ! 
Sop. And can it be ? 
Can that ſoft paſſion prove ſo fierce of heart, 
As on the tears of miſery, the ſighs 
eg Of death, to feaſt? to torture what it loves ? 
| 1 Ves it can be, thou goddeſs ot my ſoul! 
Vw hoſe each emotion is but varied love, 
All over love, its powers, its paſſions, all: 
Its anger, indignation, fury, love; 
Its pride, diſdain, even deteſtation, love; 
And whenit, wild, reſolves to love no more, 
Then is the triumph ot exceſſive love. 
b ũ̃ſt thou not mark me? mark the dubĩous i 
That tore my heart with anguiſh while I talk d? 
Thou didſt; and muſt forgive ſo kind a fault. 
What whould thy trembling lips? 
Sop. That I muſt die. IS 
or ſuch another ſtorm, ſo much contempt 
hrown out on Carthage, fo much Praiſe on Rome, 
Were worſe than death. Why ſhould I longer tire 
My weary fate? The moſt relentleſs Roman 
What could he more? ? bl 
Maſ. Oh Sophonisba, hear! | 
See me thy ſuppᷣliant now. Talk not of death, | 
I have nolite but thee. Alas! Alas! 
Hadſt thau alittle tenderneſꝭ for e, | 
The ſmalleſt part of what I feel, thou wouldſt 
What would{ thou not forgive? But bow indeed +  _ 
How can ] hope it? Let I from this moment. 
Will ſo devote my beingtothypleaſure,  - 0 i 
So lire alone to un tas 5 that ĩhou mut „ 
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32 SOPHONISBA: 


If there is buman naturein thy breaſt, 


Feel ſomerelenting warmth, 

Sop. Well, wel!, *tis paſt. 

To be inexorable ſuits not {laves, | 

Maſ. Spare, ipare that word; it tabs me to the ſoul; 
My crown, my life, and liberty are thine, 

Oh give my paſſion way ! My heart is full, 
Opprels'd by love; and I could number tears, 
With all the dews that ſprinkle o'er the morn ; 
While thus with thee conyerſing, thus with thee 
Even happy to diſtreſs. .—- Enough, enough, 

Have we been eheated by the trick of ſtate, 
For Rome and Carthage ſuffer d much too long; 
And led, by gaudy fantoms, wander'd far, 


Far from our bliſs, But now ſince met a 


Since here I hold thee, circle all perfection, 
The prize of lite / fince tate too preſſes hard, 
Since Roms and {lavery drive thee to the brink z 
Let this immediate night exchange our vows, 
Secure my bliſs, our future fortunes blend, 
Set thee, the _ beauty, on my tbrone, 


And make it doubly mine.—A wretched gift 
To what my love could give 

Sop. What? marry thee ? 
This night? a 


Maſ. Thou dear one! yes, this very night; 
Let injur'd Hymer have his rights reſtor'd, 
And bind our broken vows. Think, ſerious, think 
On what I plead, A thouſand reaſons urge, * 
Captivity diflolves thy former marriage; 
And if tis with the meaneſt vulgar fo, 
Can Sophonisba to a ſlave, to Syphax, 
The moſt exalted of her ſex, bebound? 
Beſides it is the beſt, perhaps ſale way, 
To ſave thee from the Romans; and muſt ſurg 
Bar their pretenſions: or if ruin comes, 
To periſh with thee is to periſh happy. 
Sop. Yet muſt I ſt ill inſiſt. 
Maf. It ſhall be ſo. - if 


I kgow thy purpoſe; it would plead for Mylan: 


OY 
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He ſhall have all, thou deareſt ! ſhall have all, 
Crowns, trifles, kingdoms, all again, but thee, 
But thee, thou more than all! _ 

Jop. (Aſide.) Bear witneſs heaven! 
This is alone tur Carthage. . (Tobin) 
Gain'd by goodneſs, | 
I way be thine, Expect no love, no ſighing. 
Perhaps, hereafter, 1 may learn again : 
To hold thee dear. If en theſe terms thou canſt, 
Here take me, take me, to thy wiſhes. . 

M af. Yes, 
Yes, Sophonisba! as a wretch takes life 
From off the bleeding rack.——A!] wild with joy, 
Thus hold thee, preſs thee, io my boundiog heart; 
And bleſs the bounteous Gods. — Can lieaven give more 
Oh happy, happy, happy! — Come, my tair, | 
This ready minute ſees thy will perform'd ; 
From Syphax knocks his chains; and I my ſelf, 
Even in his favour, will requeſt the Romans. 

Oh, thou haſt ſmil'd my paſſions into peace! 
So, while conflicting winds embroil'd the Seas, 
In perte& bloom, warm with immortal blood, 
Young Venus rear d her o'er the raging flood; 3 
She ſmil'd around, like thine her beauties glow” 
When ſmooth, in gentle ſwells, the ſurges flowd g 
Sunk, by degrees, into a liquid plain; | 
And one bright calm fat trembling on the main. 


1—ů — 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 
Phœniſa. 
Ail f Maſeh/li in! 
H Aa r 27 hd Bid! Thi ritng day 


Saw Sophonisba, — the height ot life, 
Thrown to thęvery brink ot ſlavery: 
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State, honours, armies vanquiſh'd ; nothing left 
But her own great unconquerable mind. 
And yet, ere evening comes, to larger power 
Reſtor d, I ſee my royal friend; and kneel - 
In grateful homage to the Gods, and her. 
Ye Powers, what awful changes often mark 
The fortunes of the great | 
Sop. Phœniſſa, true; 
Tis awful all, the wondrous work of fate. 
But ah! this ſudden marriage damps my ſoul; 
I like it not, that wild preciptance 
Of youth, that ardor, that impetuous ſtream 
In which his love return d. At firſt, my triend, 
| He vainly rag'd with diſappointed love; 
F And, as the haſty ſtorm ſubſided, then 
| To ſoftneſs yaried, to returning fondneſs, 
To ſighs, to tears, to ſupplicating vows z 
But Kr his vows were idle, till at iaft * * 
He ſhook my heart by Rome. To be his queen, 
Could only ſave me from their horrid power. x 
And there is madneſs in that thought, enough ; 
In that ſtrong thoughtalone to make me run | 
From nature, 
Phe, Was it not auſpicious, madam ? 
| guſt as we hop'd? juſt as our wiſhes plann'd ? 
or let your ſpirit ſink. Your ſerious hours, 
When you behold the omar ravage check'd, 
From their enchantment Maſmiſſa freed, 
And Carthage miſtreſs ot the world again, 
This marriage will approve: then will it riſe 
Inallits glory, virtuous, wiſe and great, 
While happy nations, then deliver'd, join 
Their loud acclaim. And, had the white occaſion 
Neglected flown, where now had been your hopes? 
Your liberty? your country? where your all; 
Think well of 'this, think that, think every way, 
And Sophonit;ba cannot but exult | . 
In what is done. | 
Sop. So may my hopes ſucceed! 
As love alone to Carthage, to the public, 
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Led me a marriage · victim to the temple, 
And juſtifies my vows, _—_ Ha! 2 here! 
What would his rage with me?._— Phœniſſa, ſtay, 
Bur this one tryal more Heroic truth, 
Support me now | 
SCENE II. | 

Syp. You ſecm to fly me, madam, 
To ſhun my gratulations. — Here I come, 
To join the general joy; and I, ſure I, 
Who have to dotage, nave to ruin lov d you, 
Muſt take a tender port in your ſucceſs, 
In your recever'd ſtate, | 

Sop. Tis very well. 
I thank you, fir, | 

Syp. And gentle Maſmiſſa, 


Say, will be proyea very coming fool? 
All liant, all devoted to your will ? | 
A glorious wretch like Syphax ? — Ha! not moy'd} 
Speak, thay perfidious / canſt thou bear it thus? 
With ſuch a ſteady countenance? canſt thou 
Here ſee the man thou haſt ſogroſly wrong'd, 
And yet not fink in ſhame? And yet not ſhake 
Inevery guilty nerve? | 

Sop. What have I done, 
That I ſhoyld tremble] that I ſhould not dare 
To bear thy preſence? Was my heart to blame, 
I'd tremble for my ſelf, and not for thee, 
Proud man / Nor would I live to be aſham'd, - 
My ſoul it ſelf would die, could the leaſt ſhamg 
On her unſpotted tame be juſtly caſt ; 
For of all evils, to the generous, ſhame 


Is the laſt deadly pang, — But you behold 


My late engagement with a jealous, falſe, 

And ſelfiſh eye. 
Syp. Avenging Juno, hear! 

Aud canſt thou think to juſtify thy ſelf? 

I bluſh to hear thee, traitreſs! 


0 ſoul! 
Canlthouhear this thisbaſe opprobrious language 
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It ſhall be fo — in pity to thy madneſs wo 
Impatient ſpirit down! .... Tes, Syphax, yes, 
Tes I will greatly juſtify my ſelſ; . 
Even by the conſort of the thundering Fove, 
Who binds the holy marriage-vow, bc judg'd, 
Andevery public heart, not meanly loſt N 
In little low purſuits, to wretched ſelt 
Not all devoted, willabſolve me too, 
But in the tempeſt of the ſoul, when rage, 
Loud indignation, unattending pride, 
And jealouſy contounded it, how can then 
The nobler paſſions, how can they be heard? 
Let let me tell the. | 

Syp. Taoucanſt tell me nought. 


And yet be tamely calm? —— Well, well, for ones | | 


Away! away! nought but illuſion, talſhood ——-n 


Cop. = heart will burſt, in honour to my ſelf, 
It here I ſpeak not; tho' thy rage, I know, 
Cannever be convinc'd, yet hal it be 


Confounded. And muſt I renounce my freedom ? 


Forgo the power of doing general 
Moi yield my {cit the ſlave, the — triumph 
Of inſolent, emagꝰd, inveterate dome? ; 
And al for nothing but to grace thy fall? 
Nay by my ſelf to periſh tor thy pleaſure ? 

For thee, the Romans may be mild to thee; 
But I, a Carthaginian, I, whoſe blood 
Holds unrelenting enmity to theirs ; 
Who have my Far muc! hurt them, and who live 
Alene to work them woe; what, what can I 
Hope from their vengeance, but the very dregs 
Of the worſt fate, the bitterneſsof bondage ? 


Vet thou, thou kind man, wouldſt in thy — ; 
. * 


Wouldſt have me ſuffer that ; be bound to the 
For chat dire end alone, beyond the ſtretch 
Of nature, and of law, 

 Syp. Confuſion! Law! 

I know the laws permit thee, tue groſs laws 
That rule the vulgar. I'm a captive, true; 


And therefore ma) ſtthou plead a ſnaqeful right! 
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To leave me to my chains But ſay, thou baſe one, 
Ungratetul! ſay, for whom am Ia captive? 
For whom theſe many years with war, and death, 
Defeats, and defolation haye l tiv'd ?? 25 
For whom has battle after battle bled z 215: of 
For whom my crown, my kingdom, and my al, 
Been vilely caſt away? For whom this day, 
This very day, have I been ſtain d with laughter 2 
With yon laſt reeking field ? _—. For one, ye gods! 
Who leaves me for the victor, for the wretch 
I hold in utter endleſs deteſtatian. | 
Fire! fury! hell Oh Lam richly paid. 
But thus it is do love a woman — Woman! 
The ſource of all diſaſter, all perdition! 
Man in him ſelf is ſocial, would be happy, 

Too happy; but the gods, to keep him down, 
Curs'd him vrith woman! fond, enchanting, ſmootiʒ 
And harmlelſa- ſerm ing woman; while at heart | 
Allpoiſon, ſerpents, tygers, furies, all 
That is deſtructive, in one form combin d, 

And pilded o'er with beauty ! 

Sop, Hapleſs man: 
I pity thee ; this madneſs only ſtirs 
My boſom to compaſſion, not to rage, 
Think as you liſt of our unhappy ſex, 
Too much ſubjected to your tyrant force; 
Vet know that all, we were not all, at leaſt, 
Form'd for your trifles, tor your wanton hours; 
Our paſſious too can ſometimes ſoar above 
The houſhold task aſſign'd us, can expand 
Beyond the narrow ſphere of miles. 
And take in ſtates into the panting heart, \. 
As well as yours, ye partial to yourſelves! 

And this is my ſupport, my joy, my glory, \, 
The Conſcience that my heart abhors all baſeneſiʒ 
And of all baſeneſs moſt ingratitude. 

This ſure affronted honour may declare, 
Wi' th an unbluſhing cheek, 
Syp. Falſe, falſe as Hell! | 
Falſe as your ſex ! when it pretends to virtue, x: 
on 
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Youtalk of honour, conſcience, patriotiſm, 
A female patriot ! _— Vanity! Abſard ! 
Even doating dull credulity would laugh 
To ſcorn yourtalk, Was ever Woman yet 
Had any better 4 in her eye, 
Than how to pleaſe her pride or wanton will ? 
—— ſhapes, and various manners, all, 
All the ſame plagues, or open, or conceal'd; 
The bane of ife YI 
Sop. Muſt I then, muſt I, Syphax, 
Give thee a bitter proot of wha Lay? 
I would not ſeem to heighten thy diſtreſs, 
Not in the leaſt inſult thee; thou art fallen, 
So tate ſevere has will'd it, fallen by me. 
I theretore have been patient; trom another; 
Such language, ſuch indignity, had fir d 
My loul to madneſs, But ſince driven ſo far: 
I muſt remind thy blind injurious rage 
Of our unhappy Marriage. 
Syp. Horror! — Oh! 
Blot it eternal night?! : 
Sop. Allow me, Syphax! _ ; 
Hear me but once! If what J here declare 9 
Shines not with reaſon, and the cleareſt trutliſ 


May I be baſe, deſpis d, and dumb for ever! | Th 
I pray thee think, wh:nunptopitious Hymen 3 Th 
Our hands united, how I. ſtood engag d. | | T'll 
I need net mention what full well thou know'ſt, To 
But pray recal, was I not flatter'd ? young ? . 
With blooming lite elate, with the warm years : 8 
Of vanity? ſunk in a paſſion too, { 
Which few refipn ? Yet then l married thee, To 
Becauſe to Carthage deem'd a ſtronger friend 
For that alone. On theſe conditions, ſay, = 
Didſt thou not take me, court me to thy throne? Ph 
Have I deceiv d thee ſince? Have I diſſembled ? . 
To gain one purpoſe, e er pretended what ; He 
I never felt? Thou canſtnot ſay I have. WI 
And if that principle, which then inſpi d l 


My marrying thee, was right, it cannotnow . - 
* | . 
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Be wrong. Nay fince my native city wants 
Aſſiſtance more, and ſinking calls for aid, 
Muſt be more right --——- .. 

Syp. This reaſoning is inſult !. 

Sop. I'm ſorry that thou doſt oblige me toit, 
Then in a word take my full-cpen'd ſoul. 

All love, but that of Carthage, I deſpiſe. 
I formerly to Maſiniſſa thee 
Preferr'd not, nor to thee now Maſiniſſa, 
But Carthage to you both. And if pony 
Thouſands to one, a whole collected people, 
All nature's tenderneſs, whate'er is fred, 
The liberty, the weltare of a ſtate, | 
To one man's frantic happineſs, be ſhame z 
Here, Syphax, I invoke it on my head! 

This ſet aſide; | carclefs of my ſelf, 


And, ſcorning proſperous ſtate, had ſtill been thine, 


In all the depth ot miſery proudly thine ! 

But ſince the public Pas | the law ſupretne, 
Forbids it; I will leave thee with a kingdom, 
The ſame I found thee, or not reign my ſelf. 


Alas! I ſee thee hurt —— Why cam'ft thou here, 


Thus to inflame thee more ? 

p. Why ſorcereſs? why? 
Thou complication of all deadly miſchiet / 
Thou lying, ſoothing, ſpecious, charming fury! 


T'll tell thee why _— To breathe my great revenge 


To throwthis load of burning madneſs trom me; 


Jo ſtab thee! 

hay = from th oh 
Syp. — And, ſpringing from thy 
Toquench me with thy 


Soph. Off, give me way! 

Phœniſſa; tempt not thou his brutal rage. 
Me, me, he dares not murder: if he dares; 
Here let his fury ſtrike; tor I dare die. 
What holds thy trembling point? 

Pha. Guards 

Seph. Seize the king. 


(Phauiſſa interpoſes) 
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But look you treat him well, with all the ſtate 
His digaity demands, | 
Syp. Goodneſs from thee | A 
Is the worſt death. The Roman trumpets! ——Ha? 
Now I bethink me, Rome will do me juſtice. 
Yes, I ſhall ſee thee walk the ſlave of Rome; 
Forget my wrongs; and glut me with the ſight, 
Be that my beſt revenge. 
Soph. Inhuman! that, 
If there is death in Afric, ſhall not be. 
SCENE III. 
Lzlius, Syphax. 
Lal. Syphax! alas, how falleu! how chang'd ! from 
— | 


w 

I here beheld thee once in pomp, and ſplendor, 
At that illuſtrious interview, when Rome 

And Carthage met beneath this very roof, 
Their two great generals, 4ſdrubaland Scipio, 
To court thy friendſhip. Ot the ſame re 

Both gracefully partook, and both reclin'd 

On the ſame couch: for perſonal diſtaſte 

And hatred ſeldom burn between the brave, 
Then the ſuperior virtues of the Roman | 
Gain'd all thy heart. Even 4/drubal himſelf, 
With admiration {truck and juſt deſpair, . 
Own'd him as dread ful at the ſocial feaſt 

As in the battle, This thou may'ſt remember 
And how thy faith was given before the Gods, 
And ſworn and ſeal'd to \cipio; yet how falſe 
Thou fince has prov'd, I necd not now recount 3 
But let thy Sufferings for thy guilt atone, 

The captive tor the king. A Roman tongue 
Scorns topurſue the triumph of the iword, 
With mean upbraidinge. 

Syp. Teliug, tis too true. 
Curſe on the cauſe / 
Tel. But where is Maſmiſſa? 

The brave young victor, the Numidian Roman / 
Where is he? that my joy, my glad applauſe, 
From envy pure, may hail his happy tate, 
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Why that contemptuous ſmile? * 
Syp. Too credulous Roman, 
I ſmile to think how that this Maſmiſſs, 
This Rome-devoted heroe, muſt ſtill more 
Attract thy praiſes by a late exploit. 
In every thing ſuccelsful, | 
LI. What is this ? 0 
Theſe publick ſhouts? A ſtrange unuſual joy 
O'er all the captive city blazes wide. | 
W hat wanton riot reigns to night in Cirths? 
Within theſe conquer'd walls ? 
Hp. This, Lallus, is 
A night of triumph o'er my conqueror, 
Oer Maſiniſſa. | 
Lal. Maſmiſſa! How? 
Syp. Why he tonight is married to my queen, 
Lal. Impoſſible! 
Syp. Yes, ſhe, the fury! ſhe, 
Who put the nuptial torch into my hand, 
That ſet my throne, my palace, and my kingdom, 
All in a blaze ſhe now has ſeiz d on him. 
Will turn him ſoon from Rome know her power, 
Her lips diſtil unconquerable poiſon. . 
O glorious thought! will ink this hated youth, 
Will cruſh him deep, beneath the mighty ruins 
Of falling Carthage. 
Lel, Can it be? Amazement! * 
Syp. Nay learn it from himſelt He comes. Away] 
Ye tur ies ſnatch me from his ſight! For hell. 
Its tortures all are gentle to the preſence . 
Of atriumphantrival? 
Lel. What is man? 
SCENE IV. 
 Meſ. Thou more than partner of this glorious day! 
Which has from Carthage torn her chief ſupport, 
And tottering left her, I rejoice to ſee thee — 
To Cirtha welcome, Lelius — Thy brave legions 
Now taſte the ſweet repoſe by valour putchas'd; 
This city pours e on their toils, 
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order'd Narva 
Lal. Thanks to Maſmifa. 
All that is well. I here obſerv'd the king, 
But ooſely guarded. True, indeed, from him 
Tre re is not much to fear. The dangerous ſpirity 
Still not unworthy fear, our matchicis prize, 
Is his imperious queen, is Sophonisba. 
The pride, the rage of Carthage live in her. 
How ? where is ſhe ? 
 Moſ. She, Lalius? In my care. 
Think not of her. I'll anſwer for her conduct. | 
Lal. Yes, if in chains. Till then, believe me, prince, 
It were as hopetul anſwering for the winds, | | 
That their broad pinions will not rouze the deſart; 
Or that thedarted lightning will be harmleis; 
As promiſe peace trom her. Put why ſo dark? 
You ſhift your place, your coumenance grows warmy 
It is not uſual this in Maſeniſa. | 
Pray what offenee can asking for the Queen, 
Thc Reman captivegive? 
Maſ. Lelius, no more. 
vou know my marriage.——Syphax has been buſy —— 
It is unkind to dally with my paſſion. 
Lal. Ah, Mafiniſſa! was it then tor this, 
Thy hurry hither from the recent battle? 
Is the firſt inſtance of the Reman bounty 
Thus, thus abus d? They give thee back thy kingdom; 
And iu return are of their captive robb'd; 
Of all they valued, Sophoxi 6a. 
Maſ. Robb'd! | 
How, L{elius? Robb'd / | 
Lal. Yes, Maſiniſſa, robb'd, 
What is it elſe ? But I, this very night, 
V ill here aſſert the majeſty of Rome; 
And, mark me, tear her trom the nuptial bed. | 
Maſ. Oh Gods oh patience! As ſoon, fiery Roman 
As ſoon thy rage might trom her azure ſphere | 
Tear yonder moon -— The man who ſeizes her, 
Shall ſet his foot fuſt on my bleeding heart. 
Ot that be ſure. And is it thus ye treat 
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Your firm allies? Thus kings in friendſhip with you? 

Of human p iſſions ſtrip them? Slaves indeed! 

It thus deny d the common privilege | 

Ot nature, what the weakeſt creatures claim, 

A right to what they love. 

Lal. Out! out! For ſhame! 

This paſſion makes thee blind. Here is a war; 

Which deſolates the nations, has almoſt | 

Laid waſte the world. How many widows, orphans; 

And love-lorn virgins pine for it in Rome / 

Even her great ſenate droops; her nobles fail 

Her (Cirrus ſhrinks; her every luſtre thins, 

Nature her ſelf, by frequen* prodigies, 

Seems at this havock of her works to ſicken: 

And our Auſonian plains are now become 

A horror to the ſight : At each ſad ſtep, 

Remembrance weeps, Yet her, the greateſt Prize 

It hitherto has yielded; her, whoſe charms 

Are only-turn'd to whet its cruel point; 

Thou to thy wedded breaſt haſt taken her: 

Haſt purchas'd thee her beauties by a ſea 

Of thy protectorꝰ's blood; and on a throne 

Set her, this day recover'd by their arms. 

Canſt thou thy ſelf, thou, think of it with patience 
Nor to a Roman mention * A Roman © 
Would ſcorn to be a king. The Roman people 

Took liberty from out the very duſt, 

And for great ages urg d it to the skies, 

The dread of kings! | | 
Maſ. Be not ſo haughty, Lelius. 

It ſcarce becomes the gentle Scipio's friend; 

Suits not thy wonted caſe, the render manners 

I ſtill have mark'd in thee. I honour Rome; © 

But honour too my ſelf, my vows, my queen: 

Nor will, nor can, I tamely hear thee threaten 

To ſeize her like a ſlave. 

Lal. I vill be calm. ROE 

This thy raſhdeed, this unexpected ſhock, 

Such a peculiar Injury to me, 


Thy friend and fellow. 2 bas per hape 
| 2 


Snateb'd 
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Snatch'd me too far. For haſt thou not diſhonour'd, By 
By this laſt action, a ſucceſovul war? 
Our common charge, entruſted us by Scipio, e 
Maſ. Ay, chere it is. Has not thy vain ambition, He 
( Oh where is friendſhip?) plann'd her for thy triumph? Ot 
To think on't, death! to think it is diſhonour, 
At ſuch a fight, the warrior's eve might wet Th 
His burning cheek ; and all the Roman matrons, My 
Who lin d the laurei'd way, aſham'd, and 1ad, Sho 
Turn from a captive brigater than themſelvet. But 
But Scipio will be milder. 5 
Lal. 1 diſdain | 8 A 
This thy ſurmiſe, and give it up to Scipio. n S, 
Thoſe paſſions are not comely, — Here to-mortow I pai 
Comes the proconſul. Mean time, Maſmiſa, | I fla 
Ah harden not thy ſelf in flattering hope! M 
Scipio is mild, but ſteady. —Ha? the queen. Tho! 
Ethink ſhe hates a Roman — aud will leave thee, Nor 
SCENTED Y. Shall 
Sophonisba, Maſiniſſa. A nar 
Soth. Was not that Roman Lalius, as I enter'd, So 
Who parted gloomy hence? Of th 
Maſ. Madarn, the ſame. | To gi 
Soph, Unhappy Af ic! ſince theſe haughty Roman: N. 
Have in this lordly manner trod thy Courts, Of de: 
read his freſh reproaches in thy face; My ſo 
The leffon'd pupil in thy fallen look, Can ty 
In that forc'd ſmile which ſickens on thy cheek. All nat 
_ O ſay not fo, thou rapture of my ſoul? Fix d ii 
For while I ſee thee, meditate thy charms, Thy to 
I ſmile as cor9ialas the fun in May; | " FA ſpirit 
Deep from the heart, in every ſenſe of joy Delpiſi 
I fondly ſmile. Thou t. 
Sofh. Nay, tell me, Maſiniſſa; Irby he. 


How feels their tyranny, when 'tis brought home? 

When, lawleſs grown, it touches what is dear? 

Pomp for a while may dazzle thoughtleſs man, 

Falſe glory blind him; but there is a time, 

When ev'n the ſlave in heart will ſpurn his chains, 
ktow ſubmiſſion more. W hat ſaid his pride? 


S OPHONIS BA. 


Maſ. His diſappointment for a moment only 
Burſt in vain paſſion, and 
* You ſtood abaſh'd; 

You bore his threats, and tamely-filent heard him, 
Heard the fierce Roman mark me for his triumph, 
Oh bitter / ; | 

M af. Baniſh that unkind ſuſpicion. 

The thought enflam'd my foul, 1 vow'd my life, 
My laſt Maſſy/isn to the ſword, ere he 

Shou'd touch thy freedom with the leaſt diſhonour, 
But that fr om 5c 

Soph. Sci pio! 

Maſ. That from him 

Soph. I tell thee, Maſenifs, if from him 
I gain my freedom, trom myſelf conceal it, 

] ſhall diſdain ſuch freedom. na 
Maſ. Sophonisba! 
Thou all my heart holds precious! doubt no more, 
Nor Rome, nor Scipio, nor a world combin d 
Shall tear thee from me; till out- ſtretch d I lie, 
A nameleſs wretch! 

Soph. If thy protection fails, 
Of this at leaſt be ſure, be very ſure, 
To give me timely death. 

Maf. Ceaſe thus to talk, 
Of death of Romans, of unkind ambition. 
My ſotter thoughts thoſe rugged themes refuſe, 
Can turn alone to love. All, all, but thee, 
All nature is a paſſing dream to me. 
Fix d in my view, thou doſt for ever ſhine, | 

Thy torm forth-beaming from the ſoul divine. 
Aſpirit thine, which mortals might adore; 
Deſpiſing love, and thence creating more. 
Thou the high paſſions, I the tender prove, 
Thy heart was torm'd for glory, mine tor love, 
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AO. SCENE 1, 
Maſiniſſa, Narva. 


Maſenia. 


Ail to the joyous day ! With purple clouds, 

The whole horizon glows. The breezy Spring 
Stands looſely- floating on the mountain- top, : 
And deals her ſweets around. The ſun too ſeems, 
As conlcious of my joy, with brighter eye 
To look abroad the world; and ail things ſmile 
Like Sophonisha. Love and friendſhip ture 
Have mark'd this day from out their choiceſt ſores z 
For beauty rais'd by dignity and virtue, | 
With all the graces all the loves embelliſh'd z 
Ph Sothonisba's mine ! and Scipio comes! 


* 


Narv. My lord, the trumpets ſpeak bis near approac! 
Maſ. I want his ſecret audience-—Leaye us, Narva. 


SCENE II. 
i Scipio, Maſiniſſa. 
Maſ. Scipio! more welcome than my tongue can ſpea 
Oh greatly, dearly welcome! 
Scipio. Maſiniſſa! 
My heart beats back thy joy. A happy friend, 


With laurel green, withconqueſt crowd, and glory; 


Rais'd by his prudence, fortitude, and valour, 
O'er all his foes; and on his native throne, * * 
Amiĩdſt hisreſcu'd ſhouting ſubjects, ſet : 
Say, can the gods in laviſh bounty give 
A ſight more pleaſing? 1 
Maſ. My great friend! and patron! 
It was thy timely, thy reſtqring arm, 
That brought me from the feartuldefart-life ; 
Tolive again in ſtate, and purple ſplendor. 
Aud now 1 wield the ſceptre of my tathers, 


— — — 
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See my dear people from the tyrant's ſcourge, 
From Syphax trecd; I har their g ad applaules ; 
And, tocompleat my happineſs, nave gain'd 
A friend worth all. O gratitude, cſteem, 
And love like mine, with what divine delight 
Te fill the beart ! 

Scip. Heroic youth ! thy virtue 
Has earn'd whate'er thy fortune can beſtow. 
It was thy patience, Maſmiſa, patience, 
A champion clad in Rec], that in the waſte 
Attended ſtill thy ſtep, and fav'd my friend 
For better days. What cannot patience do? 
A great delign is ſeldom inatch d at once; 
Tis patience heaves it on From ſavage nature, 
Tis patience that has built up human life, 
Tbe nurſe of arts“ and Rome exalis her head 
An everlaſting monument of patience. 

Maſ. If | have tliat, or any virtue, Scipio, 
Tis copy'd all from thee, 7 

Scip. No Maſiniſſa, 
Tis all unborrow d, the ſpontaneous growth 
Ot nature in thy breaſt. — Friendſhip for once 
Mult, tho' thau bluſheſt, wear a liberal tongue z 
Muſt tell thee, noble youth, that long experience, 
In councils, battles, many a hard event, 
Has toui id thee ſtill ſo conſtant, ſo ſincere. 
So wile, ſo brave, ſo generous, ſo humane, 
So well attemper'd, and ſo fitly turn'd 
For what is either great or good in lite, 
As caftsdiſtinguiſh'd honour on thy country 
And cannot hut endear thee to the Romans. 
For me, I think my laboursall repaid, 
My wars in Afric, . triendſhip 


Smiles at my foul, Be that my deareſt tr:umph, 


To have aſſiſted thy forlorn'eſtate, 

Andlent a happy hand in raiſing thee 

To thy paternal throne, uſurp'd by Syphax. 
The greateſt ſervice could be done mv country, 
Diſtracted Ajric, and Mankind in general, 


Mas aiding ſure thy w_— To put tle power, , 
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The public power, into the good man's hand, 
Is giving plenty, life, and joy to millions. 
ut has my friend, ſince late we parted armies. 
Since he with Lœlius acted ſuch a brave, * 
Auſpicious part againſt the common foe; N 
Has he been blameleſs quite? has he conſider'd, 
How plcaſure often on the youthful heart, 
Beneath the roſy ſoft diſguiſe of love; 
(All ſweetneſs, ſmiles, and ſeeming innocence} 
Steals unperceiv'd, and lays the victor low? 
I would not, cannot, put thee to the pain 
It pains medeeper— of the leaſt reproach, — 
Let thy too faithful memory fupply 
The reſt, 
Thy filence, that dejected look, 
That honeſt colour fluſhing o'er thy check, 
Imparr thy better ſoul. 
Maſ. Oh my good lord! 
Oh _ Love has ſeiz d me, — 
Inthrals my ſoul. I am undone by love 
Scip. And art thou then to ruin — . 
Tam'd to deſtruct on? Wilt thou be undone ? 
Reſign the towering thought? the vaſt deſign, 
With future glories big? the warrior's wreathe ? 
The glittering files? the trumpets ſprightiy clang? 
The praiſe of ſenates? an appauding world? 
The patriot's ſtatue, and the heroes triumph? 
All for a ſigh? all for a ſoft embrace? 
For a gay tranſient fancy, Maſmiſſa? | 
ſhame, my triend! for honour's fake, for glory! 
it not with folded arms, deſpairing, weak, 
And careleſs all, till certain ruin comes: 
Like a ſick virgin ſighing tothe gale, . 
Unconquerable love! N 
Maf. How chang'd indeed! 4s | 
The time has been, when, fir'd from Scipio's tongue, 
My ſoul had mounted in a flame with big. —- 
Whereis ambition flown: Hopeleſs attempt! 
Can love like mine be quell'd? Can I forget 
What til! poſſeſſes, charms my thoughts for ever 
Throw {cornful from me what I hold moſt dear? Not 


[Parfog: 


Not feel the force of excellence? To joy 
Be dead ? And undelighted with delight? 

Soft, let me think a moment — no! no! no! 
I am unequal to thy virtue, Scipio! FE 
Scip. Fie, Maſiniſſa, fie! By heavens! Tbluſh 

At thy dejection, this degenerate lan 
What! pcriſh for a woman! Ruin all, 

All the fair deeds which an admiring world 
Hopes from thy riſing day; only to ſooth 
A ſtubborn fancy, a luxurious will? 

How muſt it, think you, found in future ſtory } 
Young Ma/mſ[a was a virtuous prince, | 
And Afric imil'd beneath bis early ray ? 

ut that a Carthagmian captive came, 

y whom untimely in the common tate 
Of love he tell. The wiſe will ſcorn the page, 
And all thy praite be ſome fond maid exclaiming, 
Where are thoſe lovers now ? — O rather, rather, 
Had I ne'er ſcen the vital light of heaven, 
Than like the vulgar live, and like them die! 
Ambition ſickens at the very thought. 
To puff, and buſtle here from day to day, 
Loſt in the paſſions of inglorious life. 
Joys which the careleſs brutes poſleſs above us, 
And when ſome years, each duller than another, 
Are thus elaps d, in nauſeous pangs to die 
And paſs away, like thoſe forgotten things, 
That ſoon become as they had never been, 

| Maf. And am l dead to this? 

Scip. The gods, young man, 
Who train up heroes in mistortune's ſchool, 
Have ſhook thee with adverſity, with cach 
Illuſtrious evil, that can raiſe, expand, 
And fortify the mind. Thy rooted worth 
Has ſtood theſe wintry blaſts, grown ſtronger by them. 
Shall then in proſperous times, whileallis mild, 
All vernal, fair; and glory blowsaround thee ; 
Shall then tbe dead Serene of pleaturecome, 
And lay thy faded honours in the duſt? 
M, O gentle Scipio! ſpare me, ſpare my weakneſs. 
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Scip. Remember Hannibal — A ſignal proof, 
Afteſh example of deſtructive pleaſure. 
He was the dread of nations, once of Rome! 
When from Bellona's boſom, nurs'd in camps, 
And hard with tail, he down the rugged Alps 
Ruſh'd in a torrent over Italy; 
 Unconquer'd, till the looſe deiights of Capua 
Sunk his victorious arm, his genius broke, 
Perfum'd, and made a lover ot the heroe. 
And now he droops in Bruttium, fear d no more, 
Sinks on our borders like a ſcatter'd ſtorm, 
Remember him; and yet reſume thy ſpirit, 
Ere it is quite diſſo'v'd, | 
M af. Shall Scipio ſtoop, 
Thus to regard, to teach me wiſdom thus ; 
And yet a ſtupid anguiſh at my heart 
Repel whate'er be lays? _— But why, my lord, 
Why ſhould we kill the beſt of paſſions, love? 
It aids the heros, bids ambition riſe, 
Turns us to pleaſe, inſpires immortal deeds, 
Even ſoftens brutes, and makes the good more good. 
SCip. There is a holy tenderneſs indeed, 
A nameleſs ſy mpathy, a fountain- love; 
Branch'd infinite from parents to their children, 
From child to child, from kindred on to kindred, 
In varic is ſtreams, from citizen to citizen, 
From friend to friend, from man to man in ; 
That binds, fupports, and ſweetens human lite. 
But is thy paſſion luch ? _— Liſt, Maſiniſſa, 
While I the hardeſt office of a friend 
Diſcharge ; and, with a neceſſary hand, 
A hand tho' harſh at preſent really tender, 
I paint this paſſion, And it then thou ſtill 
Art bent to ſooth it, I muſt ſighing leave ther, 
To what the Gods think fit. 
Maſ. O never, Scipio! | 
O never leave me to my ſelf! Speak on. 
I dread, and yet deſire thy friendly hand. 
Scip. I hope that Maſiniſſa need not now 
Ee told, how much his happ nels is mine; 
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With what a warm benevolence Id ſpring 
Toraiſe, confirm it, to prevent his wiſhes, 
O 'uxury to think! — But while be rages, 
Purns in a feaver, ſhall I let him qua * 
Deiicious poiſon for a cooling draugnt, 
In fooliſh pity to bis thirſt ? ſhall | 
Let a iwitt flame conſume him as he ſleeps, 
Becauſe his dreams are gay ? ſhall I indulge | 
A frenzy flaſhd from an infectious eye ? 
A ſudden impulſe unapprov*'d by reaſon ? 
Nay by thy cool deliberate thought condemn'd? 
Reſolv'd againſt * —— A paſſion for a woman, 
Who has ure thee baſely? left thy youth, 
Thy love as ſweet as render as the ſpring. 
The blooming heroe for the hoary tyrant ? 
And now who makes thy ſheltering arms alone 
Her laſt retreat, to ſave her trom the vengeance, 
W hich even her very perfidy to thee 
Has brought upon her head Nor is this all.. 
Awomaa who will ply her deepeſt arts, 
(Ah too prevailing, as appears alrcady) 
Will never reſt, till yh& fate is thine ; 
Till friendſhip weeping flies; we join no more 
In glorious decds, and thou falloff from Rome? 
I roo could add, that there is ſomething mean, 
Inhuman ia thy paſſion, Does not Syphax, 
While thou re joiceſt, die? The generous heart 
Should ſcorn a pleaſure which gives others pain, 
It this, my friend, allthis conſider d deep, 
Alarm thee not, not rouze thy reſolution, 
And call the heroe from his wanton lumber, 
Then Maſmiſſa's loſt, 
Maſ. Oh, I am pierc'd! 
In every thought am pierc d] "Tis all toc true. 
I with [could refuſe it. Whither, whicher, 
Thro' what inchanted wilds have l been wandering ? 
They ſeem'd Ely/1um, the delightful plains, 
The happy groves of heroesand of lovers: 
Bur the divinity that breathes in thee 
Has broke the oharm, and I am in a deſatt; 
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Far from the land of peace. It was but lately 


That a pure joyous calm o' erſpread my ſoul, 1 
And reaſon tun'd my paſſions into bil * : Hay 
When love came hurrying in, and with raſh hand, My 
Mix'd them delirious, till they now ferment | An 
To miſery. — There is no reaſoning down Th 
This deep, deep anguiſh! this continual pang ! | For 
A thouſand things! whene'er my raptur d thought Wi 
Runs back alittle — But L will not think. Ere 
And yet I muſt — Oh Gods / that I could loſe Io 
What a fond tew hours memory has grav'd IVI 
On adamant. f 8 

Scip. But one ſtrong effort more, Th 
And the fair field is thine A conqueſt far Fo 
Excelling that o'er Syphax. What remains, Vir 
Since now thy madneſs to thy ſelf appears, | An 
But an immediate man'y reſolution, But 
To ſhake off this effeminate diſeaſe ; At 
Theſe ſoft ideas, which ſeduce thy ſoul, To 
Make it all idle, unaſpiring, weak, Fre 
A ſcene of dreams, to puff them to the winds, Ca 
And be my former friend, thy ſelf again? 4 

I joy to find thee touch'd by generous motives; Thi 
** that 1 need not bid thee recollect, Fox 
Whoſe awful property thou haſt uſurp'd ; 


Need not aſſure thee, that the Roman people, 
The ſenstors of Rome, will never ſuffer 

A dangerous woman, their devoted foe, 

A woman, whoſe irrefragable ſpirit 

Has in great part ſuſtain'd this bloody war, 

Whoſe chazms corrupted Sydbax from their ſide, _ 
And fir'd embattled nations into rage; 

Will never ſuffer her, when'gain'd ſo dear, 

To ruin thee too, taint thy faithful breaſt, 

And kindle future war. No, fate it {elf 

Is not more itc;dy to the right than they. 

And, where tue public good but ſeems concern'd, 
No motive their mpenetrable hearts, 

Nor fear nor tenderneſs, can touch : ſuch is 


The ſpirit, that has rais d Imperial Rome. 
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Maſ. Ah killing truth! -— But I have promis d, Scipio? 
Have {worn to fave her from the Roman power. : 
My plighted faith is paſs'd, my hand is given. 

And, by the conſcious _ who mark d my vows, 
The whole united world ſhall never have her, 
For I willdica thouſand thouſand deaths, 
With all Maſſylia in one field expire; 
Ere to the loweſt wretch, much more to her | 
I love, to Sophonisba, to my queen, N 

I violate my word. | 
'  Seip. My heart approves 
Thy reſolution, thy determin'd honour. 
For ever ſacred be thy word, and oath. 
Virtue by virtue will alone be clear'd, 
And icorns the crooke.| methods of diſhotiour, 
But, thus divided, how to keep thy faith 
At once to Rome and Sophonisba ; how 
To ſave her from our chains, and yet thyſelf 
From greater bondage; this thy ſecret thought 
Can beſt inform thee. 

Maſ. Agony! Diſtraction! 
Theſe wilful tears! O look not on me, Scipis! 
For I'm a child again, 
Scip. Thy tears are noreproach. 

Tears oft look graceful on the manly cheek. 
The Cruel cannot weep. Even Friendſhip's eye 
Gives thee the drop it would refuſe itſelf, 
I know tis hard, wounds every bleeding nerve 
About thy heart, thus to tear off thy —— 
But for that very reaſon, Maſiniſſa, 
Tis hop'd from thee, The harder, thence reſults 
The greater glory. Why ſhould we pretend 
To conquer, rule mankind, be firſt in power, 
In great aſſemblies, honour, place, and pleaſure, 
While ſlaves at heart? while by fantaſtick turns 
Our frantic paſſions rage? The very thought 
Should turn our pomp to ſhame, our ſweet to bitter 
And, when the ſhouts of millions meet our ears, 
Whiſper reproach. O ye celeſtial powers 
Whatis it, in a torrent of ſucceſ, 
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No bear down nations, and o'er-flow the world ? 

All your peculiar tavour, Real glory 

Springs from the ſilent conqueſt of ourſelves ; 

And without that the conqueror is nought 

Save the firſt ſlave. Then rouze thee, Maſiniſſa ! 

Nor in one weakneſs all thy virtues loſe ; 

And oh beware of long, or vain repentance! | 

Maſ. Weil! well! no more, It is but dying too f 

SCERNE 11: | 


Scipio alone. 


I wiſhThavenot urg'd the truth to rigour ! 


There is a time when virtue grows ſevere, 
Too much for nature, and even almoſt cruel. 
SCENE VV. 
Scipio, Lælius. 
Sei. Poor Maſiniſſa, Lelius, is undone; 
Bet wixt his paſſion and his reaſon toſt 
In miſerable conflict. 
Lal. Entering, Scipio, | | 
He ſhot athwart me, nor vouchſaf d one look, 
Hung on his clouded brow | mark'd deſpair, 
And his eye glaring with ſome dire reſolve. 
Faſt o'er his cheek too ran the haſty tear. 
It were great pity that he ſhould be loſt! T 
Scip. By heavens! to loſe him were a ſhock, as if 
Iloſt thee, Lelins, loſt my deareſt brother, 
Bound up in friendſhip trom our infant years, 
A thouſand lovely qualities endear him, 
Only too warm of heart. 
Lal What ſhall be done? 3 
Scip. Here let reſt, till time abates his paſſion, 
Nature is nature, Lælius. let the wiſe 
Say what they pleaſe. But now perhaps he dies 
Haſte! haſte! and give him hope ] have not tim 
To tell thee What. Thy prudence will direct. 
Whatever is conſiſtent with my honour, 
My duty to the publick, and my friendſhip 


To him himſelf, ſay, promiſe, fta'll:e done. 


I hope returning reaſon will prevent 
Our tarther care. 


SOPHONISBA fr 


Lal. 1 fly with joy. 
Sci. His life 
Not on y ſave, but Sophonisba's too: 
For boti | fear are in this paſſion mixt. 
Lal. It ſhall be done. 
SCENE V. 
Scipio alone. 
If friendſhip pierces thus, 
When love pours in his added violence, 
VW hat are the papgs which Maſiniſſa fecls! 
| SCENE Vi. 
Sbphonisba, Phceniſls, | 

Seph. Yes, Maſmiſſa loves me Heavens! how fond! 
Bur yet I know not what hangs on my ſpirit, 
A diſmal boding ; for this fatal Scipio, 
I dread his virtues, this prevailing Roman, 
Even now perhaps deludes the generous king, 
Fires his ambition with miſtaken glory, 
Demands me from him; for full well he knows; 
That, while I live, I muſt intend their ruin, 
Pha. Madam, theſe fears 
Soph. And yet it cannot be. 
Can Scipio, whom even hoſtile fame proclaims 
Ot perfect honour, and of poliſh'd manners, 
Smooth, artful, winning, moderate, and wiſe; 
Make ſuch a wild demand? Or, if he could, 
Can Maſiniſſa grant it give his queen, 
Whom love and honour bind him to protect, 
Yield hcr a caprive to triumphant Rome? 
Tis baſeneſs to ſuſpect it; tis inhuman, | 

What then remains ?— Suppole they ſhould reſolve 
By right or war to ſeize me for their Prize. 
Ay, there it kills! What can his ſingle arm, 
- Again®* the Roman power? that very power 
By which he ſtands reſtor d? Diſtracting thought! 
Still o er my head the rod of bondage hangs. a 
Shame on my weakneſs . This poor catching hope, 
This tranſient taſte of joy, will only more 
Imbitter death, : 


*\ 
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Pha, A moment will decide. | 


1 ro 
Madam, till then 


* 


Soph. Would I had dy d beſote ! 4 p 

And am I dreaming here Here from the Roman i 
Beſeeching I may live to ſwell their triumph? 16% 

When my free ſpirit mould ere no have join d thy 

That great aſſt mbly, thole devoted ſhades, kin 

Who ſcorn'd to live till liberty was let. © 72: not 

Fut ere their country tell, abhorr'd ic light. | | ( 

| Whence this pale ſlave ? he trembles with his meſſage, (| Ye 
| SCENE. VIL Ye 
| Sophonisba, Phœniſſas and to them a Slave, with letter 1 
23nd Poiſon from Maſin ſſa. | By 

| Slave kneeling.) This, Madam, from the King, and this. Y So 
| Soph. Ha! — Stay, Reads the Letter. ! 
| Rejoice, Phæniſſa! Give me joy, my friend! Th 
| For here is liberty! My tears are air! It] 
| The hand of Rome can never touch me more! | An 
| Hail! perfect freedom, bail! ; Hi. 
| Phe. How? what? my Queen! y 20 0 
| Ah what is this? | [ Pointing to the Poiſn. Li 
Soph, The firſt of bleſſings, death. Be Ad 
Pha. Alas alas! can rejoice in that? x Hi. 

Soph. Shift not thy colour at the ſound of deathz I 

For death appears not in a dreary light. | An 


Seem nota blank to me; a loſing al 


Thoſe fond ſenſations, thoſe enchanting dreams; To 
Which cheat a toiling world from day to day, Af] 
And form the whole of happineſs they know, | W. 
It is to me perfection, glory, triumph. 

Nay fondly would I chuſe it, tho' perſuaded 

It were a long dark night without a morning, t 
To bondage far prefer it! ſince it is * 129 
Deliverance from a world where Romans rule; I Wi 
Where violence prevails... And timely too W. 
Before my country falls; before I feel Bu 
As many ſtripes, as many chains, and deaths, : W 
As there are lives in Carthage. Glorious charter # No 
By which I hold immortal lite and freedom | : An 
Gome, let me read thee once agaia, And chen, | Ne 
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To thy great purpoſe. Rend the lerres aloud. 
r k Maſiniſſa ro his 5 | 
The Gods know with what pleaſure I would have kept my | 
ich to Sophonisba in anohit manner. But ſence this fatal 
bowl tan wlone deliver thre ſr om the Romans * Tall ro mind 
thy father, thy country, that thou haft been the wiſe of two 
kings; and act up to the ditlarts of thy own heart. I will 
not long ſurvive thee. h 
Oh, tis wondrous well! Er 
Ye Gods of death! who rule the Srygian gloom, 
Ye who have greatly dy'd! 1ccme! I come! 
-& Idic — ſince I die a queen; 
By Rome untoueh d, unſullied by their power; 
So much their terror that I muſt not live. 
And thou; gꝑo tell the king, if this is all 
The nuptial preſent he can fend his bride, 
I thank him for it. But that death had worn 
An eaſier face before [ truſted him. | 
His poiſon, tell him too, he might have ſpar'd, 2 
Theſe times may want it for himſelf, and l 
Live not ot ſuch a cordial unprovided. 
Add, hither had he come, I could have taught 
Him how to die. I linger not, rrmember, 
I ſtand not ſhivering on the brifik of lite; 
And, but theſe votivedrops, which gratetul thus 
taking them from the poiſon. 
To Jove the high Deliviver I ſhed, | 
Aſſure him that I drank ir, drank it all, | | 
With an unalter d ſmile Away. [Drinke. | 
SCENE VIII. a 
a Sophonisba, Pheniſſa. 
Soph. My friend! 0 
In tears, my triend ! Diſhonour not my death 
With womaniſn complaints; Weep not tor me, 
Weep tor thy felt, Phæniſſa, for thy countty, 
But not for me. There is a certain hour, 
W hich one would wiſh all undilturb'd and bright, f 
No cure, no ſorrow, no dejected paſſions, | 
And that is when we die; when hence we go, | 


Ne er to be ſceu again; then ” us ſpread 
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A bold exalted wing, and the laſt voice Iuadſt 
We hear be that of wonder and applauſe. 1d b 
Pha Who with the patriot wiſhes not to die! Sof 
Soph. And is the ſacred moment then ſo near? N. 
The moment, when yon ſun, thoſe heayens, this cartz I With 
Hateful to me, polluted by the Romans, | On m 
And all the buſy ſlaviſh race of men, I And 
Shall fink at once; and ſtrait another ſtate, Forg 
New ſcenes, new joys, new faculties, new wonders, Sof 
Riſz on a ſudden round: but this the Gods ' | More 
In clouds and horror wrap, or none would live? Hadſt 
How liberal is Death !-— Methinks, I ſeem T ill 
To touch the happy ſnore. Behind me frowns I nev 
A ſtormy lea, with toſſing mortals thick ; M, 
While, unconfin d and green, before me lies Lalia 
The land of bliſs, and everlaſting freedom: I ut d 
Where walk the mighty dead; all of one mind, Soj 
One blooming ſmile, one language, and one country, Butt 
Oh to be there. my breaſt begins to burn; | Men 
My tainted heart grows ſick.— Ah me! Phæœniſſa. | This 
How many virgins, infants, tender wretches, I | Rece 
Muſt feel theſe pangs, ere Carthage is no more? PI 
Soft lead me io my couch My ſhivering Limbs M 
Do this laſt office, and then reſt for ever. Gran 
] pray thee weep not, pierce me not with groans. Or dt 
The king too here. — = then my death is full ! But, 
| SCENE IX. Will 
Sophonisba, Phœniſſa, Maſiniſſa, Lælius, Narva. | Have 
244. Has Sophonisba drank this curſed bowl ? So 
O horror! horror! what a fight is here Our! 
Soph. Had | not drank, Maſiniſſa, then, M 
I haddeferv'd it. Ton 
Maſ. Exquiſite diſtreſs! | I Ana 
Oh bitter, bitter fate! And this laſt hope An a 
Compleats my woe. | So 
Sop. When wil theſe cars be deaf, Mig 
To miſery's camplaint? Theſe eyes be blind, © I The 
To miſchief wrought by Rowe? In m 
Maſ. Teg ſaon l too ſoon __. Fare. 
Ah why fo haſtyꝰ But a little while. t N Shall 
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Hadſt thou delay'd this horrid draught; I then 
ad been as happy, as I now am wretched! 
Sop. What means this talk of hope ? of coward waiting? 
Maſ. What have I done ? Oh heavens! I cannot think 
Without diſtraction, bell, and burning anguiſh, 
On my raſh deed:— But, while 1 talk, ſhe dies! 
And how? what? where am I then? ay, canſt thon 
Forgive me, Sophonisba? main p 
Sop. Yes, and more, 
More than forgive thee, thank thee, Maſini ſſa. 
Hadſt thou been weak, and dally'd with my freedom, 
T ill by proud Roms enſlav d; that injury 
I never had forgiven, 
Maſ. Lcame with life! = 
Lelius and I from Scipio haſted hither ; 
But death was here before us. this vile poiſon! | 
Soph. With life !---There was ſome merit in the poiſon j 
But this deſtroys it all. And couldſt thou think 
Me mean _ to take it? Oh! Phæniſſa, 
This mortal toilis almoſt at an end. 
Receive my parting ſoul. 
Pha. Aſas, my queen! | | | 
Maſ. Dies! dies! and ſcorns me/---Mercy ! Sophonisba] 
Grant one forgiving look, while yet thou canſt ; 
Or death itſelf, the grave cannot relieve me: 
But, with the furies join'd, my frantic ghoſt 
Will howl for ever. Quivering! and pale 
Have I done this? 
Soph. Come nearer, Maſiniſſa. | 
Out! ſtubborn natureyæwæxꝛ: , 
Maſ. Miſery ! theſe pangs 2 
To me transferr'd were eaſe. A moment only/ 
An agonizing moment! while I have 
An age of things to ſay / 
_ We, but for Rome, | 
Might have been happy. Route thee now, my ſoul! 
The cold deliveret comes. Be mild toSyphax 
In my ſurviving friend behold meiſtill—- 
Farewell! Tis done ! O nevet, never, Carthage, 
Shall I behold thee more! (Dies.) 1 
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6 SOPHONESBA. 
Maſ. Dead! dead! oh dead: 7 
Is there no death for me x | | , N 
Ils natche, Lelius's fivord to ſtab himſelſ. 
Zal. Hold, ada _ N faqs RTE. 
Maſ. And wouldſt thou make a coward of me, Lelius ? 
Have me ſurvive bat murder d excellence? £5: 
Did ſhenetftir2? Ha! Who has ſhock'd my brain! 
It whirls, it blazes. Was it thou, old man? 
Narv. Alas, a'as!—— good Maſſa, ſottly! 
Let me conduct thee to thy couch. Ss 
Ara The grave 
Were welcome But ye cannot make le live! 
Oppreſs d withlite! —Oft !—crowd not thus around me! 
For I will hear, ſce, think no more Thou ſun, 
Keep up thy nated beams! And all I want 
f thee, kindcarth, is an immediate grave / : 
Ay, there ſhe lies! Why ro that pallid ſweetneſs | 
Cannot I, Natyre! lay my lips, and die! 
| Throws himſelf beſide hit, 
| ( Throws himſelf beſide 
Lal. See there the ruins of the noble mind, 
When from calm reaſon paſſion tears the way. 
What pity ſhe ſhquld periſh Cruel war, 
*Fis not the leaſt mis tortune in thy train, 
That oft by thee the brave deſtroy the brave. 
She had a Roman ſoul ;. for every one 
Who loves, like her, his country is a Roman. 
Whether on Afric's landy plains he glows, 
Or lives untam'd among Riphozan inows. 
It parent- liberty the breaſt inflame, 
Ih he gloomy Libyan then deſerves that name: 
And, warm witlrfreedom, under trozen skies, 
In fartheſt Britain Kemans yet ui tile. 
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EPILOGUE. 
By a FRIEND. 
Spoken by Mrs. CLBBE R. 


OV, I'm afraid, the modeſs taſte in vogus 
Demands a ſtrong, hi;h-ſeaſon d epilogues 
Elſe might ſome ſilly foul — s part, 


And odious virtus fink into . 


Our ſqueamiſh author ſcruples this proceeding ; 
He ſays it hurts ſound morals, and good breeding : 
Nor Sophonisba would he here produce, 

A glaring model, of no private uſe. 

Ladies, he bid me ſay, behold your Cato, 

What the' no Stoic ihe, nor read in Plato? 

Yet ſure 6 offer d, for her country's ſake, 

A ſacrifice, which Cato could not male 

— Already, now, theſe wicked men are ſneering, 
Some wreſting what one ſays, and others leering. 
I vou they have not ſtrength for public ſpirit, 
That, ladies, muſt bs your ſupexior merit. 


Mercy forbid! we ſhould lay down our lives; 
Like theſe old, Punic, barbarous, heathen wives. 
Stare chriſtian . But ſure the devil's in her, 
Who for her country would not loſe a pinner. 
ard] how could ſuch a creature ſew her fate? 


| How dm Juſt as you do ther: ihre Bruſſels Lace, 
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EPILOGUE. 


Ile Roman fair, the public in diflteſs, 
Gave up the deareſt ornaments of dreſs. * 


How much more cheaply might you gain applauſe $2 


— One ya: d of Ribban, und twoells of Gauſe. 
And Gauſe each deep-read critic muſt adore; 

Your Roman ladies dreſs'd in Gauſe all ver. 

Should you, fair patriots, come to dreſs ſo thin; 
How clear might all your — ſentiments be ſeen, 

To foreign looms no 2 owe your charms z 

Nor make their trade more fatal than their arms. 
Zach Britiſh dame, who courts her country's praiſe, 
By quitting theſe outlandiſh modes, might raiſe 


(Not ſow yon powder'd band, ſo thin, and ſpruce) 


Ten able-bodied men, for public uſe, 

But now a ſerious word about the play.— 
Auſpicious ſmile on this his firſt eſſay, 
Ne generous Britons ! your-own ſons inſpue ; 
Let your applauſes fan their native fire. 
Then other Shakeſpears yet may rouze the ſtage, 
And other Otways melt another age. | 
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A NuPeTIAaL SoNGs, intended to have 
| been inſerted in the Fourth Act. 
\ 


Sy gentle Venus! and aſſwage 
A warring world, a bleeding age. 
For nature lives beneath thy ray, 
The wintry tempeſts haſte away, 
A lucid calm inveſts the ſea, 
Thy native deep is full of thee; 
And flowering carth, wherc'er you fly, 
Is all o'er ſpring, all ſun the sky. 
A genial ſpirit warms the breeze; 
Unſeen, among the blooming trees, 
The feather'd over's tune their throat, 
The deſart grows a ſoften'd note, 
Glad o'er the meads the cattle bound, 
And love and harmony go round. 

But chief, into the . heart 
You ſtrike the dear delicious dart; 
You teach us pleaſing pangs to know, 
To languiſh in luxurious woe, 
To feel the generous paſſions riſe, 
Grow good by gazing, mild by ſighs; 
Each happy moment to improve, 
And fill the perfect year with love. 

Come, thou delight ot heaven and earth! 
To whom all creatures owe their birth; 
On come, red - ſmiling! tender, come! 
And yet prevent our final doom. 
For long the furious god of war 


Has cruſh'd us with his iron car, 
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Mas rag d along our ruin'd plains; 


Has curs'd them with his cruel ſtains, 


Has clos d our youth in endleſs ſleep, 
And made the widow'd virgin weep, 


Now let him feel thy wonted charms; 
Oh take him to thy twining arms! 
And; while thy boſom heaves on his, 
While deep he prints the humid kiſs, 
Ah then! his ſtormy heart controul, 
And ſigh thy ſelf into his ſou], h 
Thy ſon too, Cupid, we implore, 


To leave th: green laalian ſhore ; 


Be he, ſweet god! our only fee; 
Long let him draw the twanging bow, 
Transfix us with his golden darts 
Pour ali his quiver on our hearts, 


With gentler anguiſh make us ſigh, 


And teach us ſweeter deaths to die. 


